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To the Right HONOURABLE the 


ran of Albermarle, 2 


My LORD, | | 
"Y Pen isbotha Novice in b v and a Str at 
Court, and can no more raiſe it ſelf to the Style of Pu- 
—_ than it can ſtoop to the Art of Hlattery; but if in 

the plain and ſimple Habit of Truth, it may preſume to. 
ix with that Crowd of Followers that dail yattend upon 
pur Lordſhip's Favour, pleaſe to behold a Stranger, with 

this difference, that he pays more Homage to yur Ros 

than Adoration to your Greatneſs. 

I f This Diſtinction, my Lord, will appear too . 

* Metaphyſical to the World, who know your Lor alip' 

& Merit and Place to be in eparable, that they can only di 

N if as the Cauſe from the Effect; andthis, my Lord, is as much 

beyond Diſpute, as that your Royal Maſter; who has made 
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1 ehe noble Choice, is the moſt wile, and moſt diſcerning! 
Prince ia the Univerſe. - 

To preſent the World with a lively Draught of your 
& Lordſhip's Perfections, I ſhould enumerate the Judgment, 
Conduct, Picty and Courage of our great and gracious 


| 1 who can only place his Favours on thoſe ſhining 
m8 SE for which his oy is ſo aro 4-7 
& 2 markable 
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The Epiſile Dedicatory. 
markable himſelf; but this, my Lord, will prove the u- 
ſmeſs of vo uminous Hiſtory, and your Lordſhip's Charac= 
ter muſt attend the Vie of your gretr Maſter in the Me- 
moirs of Futurity, as your faithful Service has hitherto ac- 
companĩed the noble Actions of his Life. 7 . 
The greateſt Princes in all Ages, have had their Friends 
and Favourites, with them to communicate and debate 
their Thoughts, ſo to exerciſe and ripen their Judgments; 3 
or ſometimes to eaſe their Cares by imparting them. The 
great Auguſtus, we read in his Project of ſettling the un- 
wieldy Roman Conqueſts on a fixt Baſis of Government, 
had the eſign laid, not in his Counſe, but his Cloſet there 
ve fd him with his two Friends Mecanarand Ag rip. 
his favourite Friends, Perſons of found Judgment, ang 
unque ſtionable Fidelity; there the great Queſtion is freely. 
tetfonably debated, without the Noiſe of Faction, and 
conſtraint of Formality ; and there was laid that prodigious F 
Scheme of Government, that ſoon recover'd their bleeding 
Country, heal'd the Wounds of the civil War, bleſt the Em- 
pire vvith a laſting /Peace, and ſtyl'd its Monarch Parer 
The Parallel, my Lord, is eaſily made; we have our Ca- 
ſar too, no leſs renown'd than the foremention'd Auguſius; 
he firſt aſſerted our Liberties at home againſt Popery ang 
Thraldom, headed our Armies abroad with Bravery and 
<Succels, gave Peace to Europe, and Security to our Reli- b ö 


gion. And you, my Lord, are his Mecœnas, the private 
-Caunſellor to thoſe great Tranſactions which have made 
Euglana ſo formidable to its Enemies, that (which I bluſti 
to ovyn) it is grown jealous of its Friends. 
But here, my Lord, appears the particular Wiſdom and 
Circumſpection of your Lordſhip's Conduct, that you ſo 
firmly retain the Favour of your Maſter without the Envy 
of the Subject; your Moderation and even Deportment |] 
between both, has ſecur d to your Lordſhip tlie Ear of the | 
King, and the Heart of the People; the Nation has voted |# 
youtheirGo-d Angel in all Suits and Petitions to their Prince, 
and their Succeſsfills the three ow daily Praiſes 
of your Lordſhip's Goodneſs, is Majeſtyꝰs Grave and 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
And now, my Lord, give me leave humbly tobeg, that 
ood Ations of your Lordſhip's Higtram 
happy Station, the Encouragement of Arts and Literature 
may not be iolely excluded from the Influence of your F as 
vour. The Polite Mecaxnas, whom I preſum d to make 
a Parallel to your Lordſhip in the Favour of his Prince, had 
his Virgil, and his Horace, and his Time was moſtly divided 
between the Emperor and the Poet; he ſo manag'd his Stake 
of Royal Favour, that as Auguſtus made him great, ſo the 
Muſes fix d him immortal; and Maro's Excellency, my 
Lord, will appear the leſs Wonder, when we conſider that 
his way was ſo cheriſh'd with Bounty, and inſpir d by Gra- 
titude. 

But I can lay no Claim to the Merits of fo great a Perſon 
for my;Accels to your Lordſhip; I have only this to re- 
commend me without Art void of Rhetorick, that I 
am atrue Lover of my King, and pay an unfeigned Vene- 
ration to all thoſe who are his truſty Servants, and faithful 
Miniſters; which infers that I am, my Lord, with all Sub- 
miſſion, | . 


Your Lordſbip's moſt devoted, and 


moſt obedient humble Servant, 


G. FARQUHAR. 
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Prologu'd FI own, * damning other — 5 
Made great Harangues to teach you what was fit 
To paſs for Humour and go down for Mit. 
Athenian Rules muſt ſorm an Engliſh Piece, 
And Drury-lane comply with ancient Greece. 
Exactneſsonly, ſuch as Terence writ, 
M uſt pleaſe our maſqu d Lucretias in the Pit. 
Our youthful Author ſwears he cares not a Pin 
For Voſſius, Scaliger, Hedelin, or Rapin: : 
He leaves to learned Pens ſuch labour'd Lays, _— 
You are the Rules by which he writes his Plays. - } 
From muſty Books let others take their View, 1 
He hates dull Reading, but he ſtudies You. | | 
Firſt, from you Beaux, his Leſſon is Formality, 
And in our Footmen there ——moſt nice Morality ;; 
To pleaſure them his Pegaſus muſt fly, 
Becauſe they judge, and lodge, three Stories high. 
From the Front-Boxes he has pick'd his Style, 
And learns, without a Bluſh, to male em ſmile; 
A Leſſon only taught us by the Fair; 
4 waggi/ſh Action bit a modeſt Air. 


PROLOGUE 

mong lu; Friends here in (the Pit, he reads 

Wome Rules that every modiſh Writer needs. 

YES He learns from ev'ry Covent-Garden Critick's Face, 
TIF The modern Forms of Action, Time, and Place, 

IT The 4fion he's aſham'd toname—d'ye ſee, 

be Time is Seven, the Place is Number Three. 

oF 1 he Maſques he only reads by paſſant Looks, 
He dare: not venture far into their Books.” 

= Thus then the Pit and Boxes are his Schools, 

Your Air, your Humour, his Dramatick Rules, 

Let Criticks cenſure then, and hiſs like Snakes, 

He gains his Ends, if his light Fancy takes 

St. James's Beaux, and Covent-Garden Rakes, 


Col. Staudard. 
Fireball, a Sea Captain. g | 
Monſ. Marquis, a ſharping Refugee: 


Beau Banter. | 

Clincher, the Jubiloe-Bewu turn'd Politician. 

Dicky, Servant to il dair. 

| Shark, Servant to Fireball 
«Ghoſt. | 

Lord Bellamy... a 


WOM E N. 


Lady Lurewell. 

Angelica. 8 

e | 
Servants and Attendants, | 
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Trip to the Jubilee, * 


— 
ACT IL 5 
SCENE, The Park. 
Enter Standard and Fireball meeting. 


Stand. AH! Brother Fireball! Welcome aſhore; 
What! ours whole ? Links * 30 
te {ate ? . 
Fire. All, all, - ortune and Friends cu "1 wiſh... 
Stand. And what News from the Baltick ? | 
Fire. Why, yonder are three or four Sen kn 
North that got Globes and Scepters to e 
. Eng- 
liſh came in like Robbin Good. ſellam, cry's , and 
em be quiet. 2 


2 | 1 —B 
„cu Harry Wikdair; beg 
Stand. In the next place then, ou re tocongratulate | lla ny 
Succeſs: You have * ſuppole, that u rl 
| 1 crc 8 24:8 25 | 
: we. Ay, ay, twas my firſt News wy Leng, 
that Colonel Standard had marry'd th Kine Lad Lurewe 
A ſie Lady indeed! A very. fine Lady !.. But Faith, 
Brother, Lhad rather turn Skipper to an Indian Canoo, than 
the Veſſel you're Maſter of. 
Stand. Why ſo, Sir? 
Fire. Becauſe ſhe'l! run adrift with every Wind that 
blows : She's all Sail and no Ballaſt Shall I tell you the 
Character I have heard of a fine Lady? & ſine Lady can 


laughat the Death of her Husband, and cry for the Loſs of 


a Lap-Dog. A fine Lady is angry without a Cauſe, and 
— hg — A fine Lady has the Vapours all 
the Morning, and the Cholick al the Afternoon. T 
Fride of a fine Lady is above the Merit of an underſtandi 
Head; yet her Vanity will ſtooꝑ to the Adoration of a Pe- 
ruke. And in fine, a fine Lady goes to Church for Faſhion's 
—— to tho Baſſet- Table — — 2 - Paſ- 
or Gaming exceeds her Vani ought vir- 
tuous, or the Deſire of acting — We ien 
ſpeak plain, Brother. 1 
Stand. You Seamen are like your Element, always tem- 
peſtuous, too ruffling to handle a fine Lady. | 
Fire. Say you ſo? Why then give me thy Hand, honeſt 
Frank, and let the World talk on and be damn d. 


1 The World talk, ſay you? What does the World 
Fire. Nothing, nothing at all They only ay what's - 


uſual upon ſuch Occaſions: That your Wife's the 
Coquet about the Court, and your Worſhip the greateſt 
Cuckold in the City: That's all. Uo. 
Stand. How, how, Sir? 7 
Fire. That ſhe's a Coquet, and you a Cuckoſd. 
Stand. She's an Angel in ker ſelf, and a Paradiſe to 
me. | | 
Fire. She's an Eve in ho; El. and a Devil to you. 


— 
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the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee. 5 
Fire. Why then, I gad, Brother, it ſhall beſo; I'll back 
to White's, and whoever dares mutter Scandal of my. Bro- 


ther and Siſter, I'll daſh his Ratifia in's Face, and call him a 


Liar. (Going: 

Stand. Hold, hold, Sir. The World is too ſtrong for 
us. Were Scandal and Detraction to be * N lag 
we muſt murder all the Beaux, and poiſon half the Ladies: 
Thoſe that have nothing elſe to ſay, muſt tell Stories; Fools 
over Burgundy, and Ladies over Tea, muſt have ſomething 
that's _ to reliſh their Liquor; Malice is the piquant 
Sauce of ſuch Converſation; and without it, their Enter- 
tainment wou'd prove mighty infipid — Now, Brother, 
why ſhou d we pretend to quarrel with all Mankind? 

Fire. Becauſe all Mankind quarrel with us. | 
Stand. The Worlt Reaſon in the World. Wou d you 
pretend to devour a Lion, becauſe a Lion wou'd devaur 
you ? | 

Fire. Yes, If I cou'd. | 25 

Stand. Ay, that's right; if you cou'd ! But ſince you 
have neither Teeth nor Paws for ſuch an Encounter, lie 
quietly down, and perhaps the furious Beaſt may run over 


a *Sdeath, Sir ! But, I ſay, that whoever abuſes m 
3 Wite, tho a the backof the King's Chair, hes 
a 3 | 

Stand. No, no, Brother, that's a Contradiction; there's 
no ſuch thing as Villany at Court. Indeed, if the Prac- 
tice of Courts were a ſingle Perſon, he might be ſtyl'd 
Villain with a Vengeance; but Number and Power au- 
thorizes every thing, and turns the Villain upon their Ae- 
cuſers. In ſhort, Sir, every Man's Morals, like his Reli- 
gion now-a days, pleads Liberty of Conſcience ; every - 

an's Conſcience is his Convenience, and we know 
Convenience but Preferment. As for Inſtance, 
who would. be ſo complaiſant as to thank an Officer for 
his , whenthat's the Condition of his Pay? And 
who can be ſo ill-natur'd, as to blame a Courtier for 
rouſing, that which, is the very tenure of his Liveli- 


Nite. 


4 ar Hary Wildair; being 


_y, 


| Nets for Serpents, which, when you have caught, 


Fre. Very white! Blood, Sir, I lay they KA 


© Fre, Avery good Argu n damnable Cauſc! 


f x Sir, my Bus'nelois not with the Courr, but with WF 
1 deſire you, Sir, to open your Eyes; at leaſt, be 2 
Fee Ear to what heard juſt now at the ch. - 
stand. Brother. 1 
Fire. Well, Sir. go 
Srand. Did the Scandal pleaſe you when you heard it: A 
Fire. No. JP! 
Stand. Then why ſhou'd you think it ſhou'd pleaſe me? * 
Be not more uncharitablæ to your Friends than to your ſelf, . 
Tweet Sir: If it made you uneaſy, there's no queſtion but _ 
it will torment me, who am ſo much nearer concern d. 
Fire, But wou d you not be glad to know your Enc- | 
& | 8 8 0 
Stand. Pſhaw! If abus d me they are my Friends, 
my bee Fade, Table — = und Tot-Com. K 
panions 
Fire. Why then, Brother, the Devil take all your Ac- F 


8 You were oral, ſo torn! there was 2 

"Ranks of white Teeth drawn upon 
our Misfortunes at once, which ſo mangled your Wife's 
= chat ſhe can never patch up her Honour while 


2 And their Teeth wete very white, you fay.. 


Za aw. ths. a 


_ Wife's Reputation. 
Stand. And I fay, that if they touch my Wife's R 
exon with nothing but their Teeth, her Honour ill de 


_— , "VIP 
Stand. Not a Syllable. Liſt ning after Slander is layin yin 


Ning you to Death Let em ſ it their Venom among them · 
. — and it hurts no Body. N 
Fire. Lord! Lord! 95. 50 Cuckoldom and Contentment 
Ba — af e, fye, Sir! conſider you have been a 
dg by a noble Poſt; diſtinguiſh'd by brave 
Acti ions, an onour to =, Nation, and a Terror to. 


* * A ſtorm'd: 


the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee? 5 
torm'd Namur ſhou'd become the Jeſt of a Coffee - Table I 
he whole Houſe was clearly taken up with the. tw] 4 
important Queſtions, whether the Colonel was a Cuckold? 

Stand. This I can't bear, i f "RY: [ ide. 

Fire. Ay, (ſays a ſneering Coxcomb) the Colonel has 
made his Fornewitha Wäinels; he has ſecur d himſelf a 
good Eſtate in this Life, and a Reverſion in the World to 
come. Then (replies another) I preſume he's 4 rt of 
your Lordfhips Bounty for the latter part of th | 
ment. There are others (ſays a third) that have play d with - 
my Zady Luremell at Piquet, beſides my Lord; I have 
capotted her my ſelf two or three times in an Evening. 

Stand. O matrimonial Patience, aſſiſt me. 

Fire, Matrimonial Patience! Matrimonial Peſtilence 
Shake off theſe drowzy Chains that fetter your Reſent- 
ments. If your Wife has wrong dye, Jack her off, and 
er r N It . be io: 
neſt, revenge her Quarrel I can K This ig 
my — of 56s ce at the Navy-Office; Fil 5 
dine with you; in the mean time, Revenge; think on't. 
[Exit Fireball. 

Stand. [ Solus. ] How eaſy is it to give Advice,-and how 
difficult to obſerve it! If your Wife has wrong d ys, pack her 


off Ay, but how ? 1 drives the matrimonial 
ail, and the Law clinches it ſo very hard, that to draw it 
again wou'd tear the Work to pieces That her Intentions 
have wrong d me, here's a young Bawd can witneſs. 
Enter Parley, running croſs the Stage. 
Here, here, Mrs. Parley, Whither ſo faſt ? SET Es: 
Par. Oh Lord! my Maſter! Sir, I was running to Ma- 
damoiſelle Furbello, the French Milliner, for anew Burgun- 
4 for my Lady's Head. I 
Stand. No, Child, you'reemploy'd about an old faſhion'd. 
— 2 for your Maſter's Head, if I miſtake not your 
rr 


Par. Oh, Sir! there's the prettieſt Faſhion lately come 
over! ſo airy, ſo French, and all that The Pinners are 
Aoulle ruffled with twelve Plaits of a fide, and open all 


from the Face; the Hair e 42 


2 


6 E Harry Wild, being 


: Cena, Then the Fayourites 
. upon the Temples with a languiſhing Lock in 
Then the Caule is end witle and over rall is 

A rais d very high, and all the Lappets behind 
muſt fetch it preſently. 

Stand. Hold a little, Child, I muſt talk with you. 

' Par. Another time, Sir, wy Lady ſtays for it. 

Stand. One Queſtion firſt: What Wages doth my Wife 


? 
—— Pound a Year, Sir, which God knows is little 


h, conſidering how I ſlave from Place to Place u 

her Occaſions. But then, Sir, my Perquiſites are conſide- 
4 I make above two hundred Po a Tear by her old 

Stand. To hundred Pounds a Year ot her old Cloaths! 
What then muſt her new ones coſt ? But what do you 

by viſiting Gallants and Picket? 

Par. About a hundred Pound more. 
Sand. A hundred Pound more! Now who can 

tp finda Lady Woman honeſt, when ſhe gets ſo much by 


e What e of, Mrs, 


v4 I can'ttell. * 2 

Stand. What was your Father? 20 

Par. A Mountebank. 

Stand. Where were you born ? 

- Par. In Holland. 

* Brand. Were you ever chriſten d? 

Par. No. 

Stand. How came that? 

Par. My Parents were Anabaprifts: they dyd before 
was dipt; I then forſook their Nalgies, and ha got ne er 
anew one ſince. 

Stand. I'm very ſorry, Madam, that I had not the Hon- 
+, Grto 1 — ſooner, that I 
t have ou the Reſſ ue to * 

| 2 Sir, — humble Servant. 15 
Stand. Have you any Principles? 
Fer ne hundred, g 5 
"Ry 


. 


1 
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Stand loſt . 

Ee anna] — n © FAA 
Par. Law, Mijn Heer. 


Stand. Well, Mrs. Parley, now you have been ſo fred 
with me, l tell you what you ub ira tg roma: ter Ne- 


ver to come near my Houſe again Fer 
fl . nevechriten b 5 wraps 
tebank! 

Par. Lord, Sir, you need mot be ſo furious. Never 
chriſten d What then? I may bea very Pen Chriſtian for 
all that, I ſuppoſe. Turn me off! Sir, you ſhan't, 
Meddle with your. n tixmy Lady's neſs to or- 
der her Women. 

Stand. Here's à young Whore l 
Companion fur m Wife! Where there Fn ha kelliſh Con. 
fident, there muſt bedamnable Secrets Be gone, I ay 
My Wife ſhallturn youaway. 

Car. Sir, ſhe won't turn me away, ſhe ſha'n't turn me 
away, not ſhe can t turn me away. Sir, Llay, ſhedare not 
turn me away. ; TIP it 

Stand. Wh Jou Jade? Wh 3 

Par. Becauſe I'm the Miſtr , not ſhe. 

Stand. You theMiſtreſs! 

Car. Yes, I know all her Secrets; and et her offer w 
turn me off if ſhe dares. 

Stand. What Secrets do you khow? | 

_ Car. Humph!—-Tella Wife's Secrets to her Hucband! 
— T pretty, Faith Sure, Sir, you don't think me 


ſucha Few: Tho I was never chriſten d, 1 have more Re- 
ligion than that comes to. 

| _ Are you faithful to your Lady for Affection or 
n 

Car. Shall I tell you a Chriſtian Lie, or a Pagan Truth? 

Stand. Come, Truth for once. 

Far. Ee Intereſt, Intereſt, I have a great Soul, | 
which not in but a great Bribe. 
Stand. We gre thou art aDevil, thou art a very honeſt 
one Give me thy Hand, Wench. 8 not In- 17 
eee 


* 


Par. 


þ S/ Harry Wildair 3 p - - 

Fur. Honeſt to ! Marry for what? ve me ini 
deed two pitiful ; the Day you ta? you gn btn 
aStiver ſince. One Gallant gives me Ten Guineas, ano- 
chera Watch, another a Pitt of Pendants, a fourth 2D\z- 
mond Ning; and my noble Maſter gryes me. his Linnen 
to mend. Faugh ! - IIItellyeua Serret, Sir: Stingi- 
We . than lane e 

IVES 

Pay: No; fai Je arp ys Gino eye hr 
ew ; Girl, NET m Fea Penfioner; you 
Galle — a glorious — or every Guinexthtyo 

dy Krepfäga Setret; PH ive youtwo for 


mcc — . 
Gratiants-in Gen Take their Money 


all on Bribes : .give em Ho make em "or e 
ſexve yr Lady faithfufly, b aka all to re which 


mea, fi hae om vou wil grow rich, and. 


ſhall preſerve m Honour. 
Par. But what Security fr cba 1 hav for Performance 
Articles? 
Stand. Ready Payment, Child. | 
Bay. eme Earneſt. * 
Stand. Five Guineas. [Giving br Moe 
Far. Are they right? No Gray lun S 
— Alright as my Leg—Now, Sir, Pll give | 
of thy Service. Who'@'ye think is come to owa? | 
— Who? - SS 
Far. Your old Friend, Sir Harry Wildair. 
Stund. Irnpoſſible? f 
Par. Yes, faith, and as gay as ever. 
Stand. And has he forgot his Wife fo ſoon? 
Par. Wh ſbe has been dead now above a Vest. Ile 
md laſt Night with fuch Splendor and E- 
quipage, that he ecſtps d the Beaux, dazed the Ladies, and 
pes Wife dream al Night of fix Flanders Mares, 
ſeven French Liveries, a Wig likea Cloak, and a Hat likes 
Shittlecock. 1 | 
Stand. What are a Woman's Promiſes and Oaths? 
Far. Wind, Wind, Sir. Stand 


Ws 
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the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee. 9 

Stand. When I marry'd her, how heartily did ſhe con- 
demnher light precedingCondu&t and for the future vow'd 
her ſelf a perfe& Pattern of conjugal Fidelity ! 

Par. She might as ſafely ſwear, Sir, That this Day 
ſe night, at four aClock, the Wind will blow fair for Han- 
ders, Tis preſuming for any of us all to promiſe for our 
Inclinations a whole Week. Beſides, Sir, my Lady has got 
the knack of Coquetting it; and when once a Woman has 
got that in her Head, ſhe will have a touch ont every where 
elſe. | 

Stand. An Oracle, Child. But now I muſt make the beſt 
of a bad Bargain; and ſince I have got you on my ſide, 1 
have ſome Hopes, that by. conſtant Diſappointment and 
Croſſes in her Deſigns, I may at laſt tire her into good Be- 
haviour. | 

Par. Well, Sir, the Condition of- the Articles being duly. 
perforru d, I ſtand tothe Obligation; and will tell you far- - 
ther, That by and by Sir Harry Mildair is to come to our 
Houſe to Cards, and that there is a Delign laid to cheat him + 
of his Money. f . 4 

Stand. W hat Company will there be befides ? 

Par. Why, the old Set at the Baſſet- Table; my Lady 
Lovecardi, and the uſual Company: They have made upa 
Bank of fifteen hundred Louis d Ors among em; the whole 
Deſign lies upon Sir Haris Purſe, and the French dxlarquis, 
youknow, conſtantly Taulles. TELE) 

Stand. Ay, the French Marquis; that's one of your Be--- 
nefactors, — 1 he Perſccution of Baſſet in Puri: 
furniſſid us with that Refugee, but the Character of 4uch a a 
Fellow ought not to reflect on thoſe who have been reul 
Sufterers for their Religion. But take ao notice. Be ſure - 
only to inform me of all that paſſos. There's more Ears - 
neſt for you: Be rich and faithful. Exit Standard. 
Har. ¶ Solus. ] lam now not only a Woman to che Lady 
Eurewell, but Steward to her Husband, in my double Ca- 
pacity of knowing her Secrets, and commanding his Purſe... 
Avery pretty Office in 2a Family z For every Guinea that I - 
get for keeping a Secret, hell give me two for revealing it. 
My comungs in, at this rate. will be worth a _ in 
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ro Sir Harry Wildair; being 
Chancery s Place, and many a poor Templer will be glad u 
marry me with half my Fortune. 


Enter Dicky, meeting her. 


Dick. Here's a Man much fitter for your Purpoſes. 
Par. Bleſs me! Mr. Dicky! 
Dick. The very {ame in Longitude and Latitude! not: 
bitdiminiſh'd, nota Hair's Breaath.increas'd, Dear Mr 
Parley, give mea Buſs, for I'm almoſt ſtarv d. 
Par, Why ſo hungry, Mr. Dicky? 
Dick. Why, Lha'n't taſted a bit this Year and half, Wo- 
man; I have been wandring about all over ihe World, fol 
lowing my Maſter, and come home to dear London but 
two Days ago. Now the Devil take me, if I had not ra 
ther kiſs an Engliſh pair of Paitins, than the fineſt Lady in 
France. 4 
Par. Then you're over-joy'd to ſee London again? 
Dick. Oh! I was juſt dead of a Conſumption, till the 
ſweet Smoke of Chea pſide, and the dear Perfume of HFlee- 
Ditch, made me a Man again. ä 
Par. But how came you to live with Sir Harry Wildair? 
Dick. Why, ſeeing me a handſome perſonable Fellow, 
and well qualify d fora Livery, he took a Fancy to my F'r 
gure, that. was all. | 
Par. And what's become of your old Maſter ? 
Dirk. Oh! hang him, he was a Block head, and 1 turn'd 
him off, I turn d him away. 
Par. And were not you very ſorry for the Loſs of your 
Miſtreſs, Sir Harry's. Lady? They ſay, ſhe was a very good 
Woman. "EY | 
Dick, Oh! the ſweeteſt Womanthat ever the Sun ſhin'd 
upon. Icou'dalmoſt weep when I think of her. 
| [Wiping his Eyes, 
Tar. How did ſhe die, pray? L cou'd never hear how 
twas. | 
Dic k. Give me a Buſs then, and I'll tell ye: 
Par. Vou ſhall have your Wages when your Works done. 
Dick. Well then Courage Now for a doleful Tale. 
—— You know that my Maſter took a Ereak to go ſee that 
fooliſh F#bilee that made ſuch a Noiſe among us here; and 
2 | 9 
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no ſooner {aid than done; away he went, he took his fine 
French Servants to wait on him; and left me, the poor En- 
gliſh Puppy, to wait upon his Lady at he me here. Well, 
ſo far, ſo good But ſcarce was my Maſter s back turn d, 
when my Lady feil to ſighing, and pouting, and whining, 
and crying; and in ſhort fell ſiek upon t. . 

Par, Well, well, I know all this already; and that ſhe” 
pluck'd up her Spirits at laſt, and went to follow him. 

Dict. Very well. Fo low him we did, far and far, and 
farther than I can tell, till we came to a Place call'd Mont- 
pellier, in France; a.goodly Place truly. .. But Sir Harry 
was gone to Nome; there was our Labour loſt. But, to: 
be ſhort, my poor Lady, with the Tireſomuels of Travel- 
ling, fellfick—and * GEES f 

„Fur. eren! . 85 * 

Dick. Ay, but that was not all. Here comes the worſt 
of the Story. Thoſe curſed barbarous Devils, the French, 
wou d not let us bury her. 
n | 
Dick. No, ſhe was a Heretick Woman, and they wou'd” 
not let her Corps be put in their holy Grund Ohl damn 
their holy Ground for me. „„ 

Par. Now had not I better be an honeſt Pagan, as I am, . 
than ſuch a Chriſtian as one of theſe ?_—But.how did you 
diſpoſe the Body } - | 

Dick. Why there was one charitable Gentlewoman that 
ud to viſit my Lady in her Sickneſs: She contriv'd the. 
Jur matter ſo, that ſhe had her bury d in her own private Chap- 
od pel. This Lady and my ſelf carried her out upon our own - 

Shoulders through a Back- door at the Hour of Midnight, 
'd and laid her in a Grave that I dug for her with my own” 
Hands; and if we had been catch'd by the Prieſts we had » 
gone to the Gallows without the Benefit of Clergy, | 

Par. Oh! the Devil take em. But what did they mean 
by a Heretic Woman? | 92 

Dick. Tdon't know ; ſome fort of a Canibal, I believe. 
Tknow there are ſome Canibal Women here in Englxna, 
that come to the Play- Houſes in Maſques; but let them have 
a care how they = France. (For they are all Hereticks, I. 


te : 


. 


2 


lelieye) Bat Im ſure my good Lady was none of- theſe. 
. B 2 Par. 


S KRF NN 


Pay. But how did Sir bear the News? | 
Dick. Why, you muſt know, that ny Lady, after fie 
was bur y d ſent me e ee. 
Far. How ! after ſhe was bury'd! 
Dick. Pſhaw! Why Lord, Miſtreſs, you know what ! 
mean: I went to Sir Harn allthe way to Rome; and where 
ye think 1 found him? 8 
. Wi inthe middle of Moceftryamorg: 
Dick. Why, in the middle of a | 2 hun- 
dredand fifty Nuns, playing at Hot-cockles. He was ſur- 
iz d to ſee Dich, you may be fure. But when 1 
told him the {ad Story, he roar d out a whole Volley of Ex- 
Ii Oiths upon the Spot, and ſwore that he would {et Fire 
on the Pope's Palace for the Injury done to his Wife. He 
then flew away to his Chamber, lock'd himſe fup for three 
Days; we thought to have found him dead; but inſtead 
of that, he calbd for his beſt Linen, fine Wig, gilt Coach; 
and laughing very heartily, ſwore again he wou d be re- 
veng d, and bid them driye to the Nunnery ; and he was 
reveng'd to ſome pu na Sant: 2 
Par. How, how, dear Mr.'Dicky? _ -- | 
Diet. Why, in the matter of five Days he got ſix Nuns 
with Child, and left em to provide for their Heretick ha- 
ſtards Ah Plague on em, they hate a dead Hgretick, but 
they love a piping hot warm Heretick withall their Hearts. 
—— Soaway we came; and thus did he jag on, revenging 
himſelf at this rate through all the Catholick Countries that 
we paſled, till we came home ; and now, 'Mrs. Parley, 1 


Fug he has ſome Deſigns of Revenge too upon your La- 


. Who cou d have thought that a Man of his light ai- 
ry Temper wou' d have been ſo reven ? 
Ds. k. Why, faith, I'm a little malicious too: Where's 
the Buſs you promis d me, you Jade? | 
Par. Follow me, you Rogue. Ble. 
4 Dick. Allons, % | g Follows. 


AcTt 


AC 2 TX. Mg 7 
| SCENE, A Lady's Apartment... 6 
Enter two Chamber-maids. | 


the Bottles and Combs put in Form, and the 
Chocolate ready? |; X | 


not; for right or wrong we ſhallbe ſure of our 
I wiſh for my part my time were out. 


Morning than ever. Here ſhe comes. 
Nee Lurewell. 


fide, and a Rumple on t other; the Pillows awry, and 
iltaskew.— I did nothing but tumble about, and fen 


nimals are ſo. unpoliſh'd! I wiſh the Perſecution wou'd. 
age a little harder, that we might have more of. theſe 
French Refugees among us. La; 


Cham. I thought we did not ſtay at all, Madam. 
Lire. Only an Hour and half 2 the ſloweſt Cock in 
briſtendom.— And ſuch Salvers and Diſhes too! The Lard 


— + we 
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cbm. A, RE allthingsſet in order? The Toilet f d. 
2.Cham. 'Tis no great matter whether they be right or 
Le, 


1 Cham. Nay, tis a hundred to: one but we may run a- 
way before our time be half expir d; and ſhe's worſe this 


Lare. Ay, there's a Couple of you indeed ! But how; 
how in the Name of Negligence cou'd you Two contrive - 
to make a Bed as mine was laſt Night; A Wrinkle on one 


with the Sheets all Night lang. Oh !-—my Bones ake 
this Morning as if L had laid all Night on a pair of Dutehb 
Stairs. Go, bring Chocolate..— And, d'ye hear? Be ſure 
to ſtay an Hour or two at leaſt Well! Theſe Exgliſß A- 


Enter the Maids with Chocolate. 
Theſe Wenches are gone to Smyrna for. this Chocolate! 
And what made you ſtay ſolong? ' 


= 
1 


T4 Sir Harry Wildair; being 
with ſuch Animals: Where are my new Japan Salvers) 
broke, o my Conſcience! All to Pieces, II lay my 
Life on't. 5 Gi 
Cham. No, indeed, Madam, but your Husband 
Lure. How? Husband, Impudence! TH teaeh you Man- 
ners. [Gives her a Box on the Ear.) Husband! Is that your 
Welſh Breeding ? Ha'n't the Col. a Name of his own? 
Cham. Well then, the Col. He us'd 'em this Morning, 
and we.ha'n't got em ſince. 
Eure. How, the Col. uſe my Things! How dare the Col, 
uſe any thing of mine ?— But his Campaign Education 
muſt be pardon'd—— And 1 warrant they were. fiſted about 
among his dirty Levee of Disbanded Officers? Faugh! 
The very Thoughts of them Fellows with their 
Lind fan Swords, ty'dup Wigs, and tuck'd inCrayats, 
make me ſick as Death Come let me ſee—[ Goes to tale 
the Chocolate, and ſtarts back.] Heav'ns protect me from 
ſuch a Sight! Lord, Girl. When did you waſh your Hands 
laſt? An ＋ been pawing me all this Morning with 
them dirty Fiſts of yours? ¶ Runs to the Glaſi] l muſt 
dreſs all over again Go, take it away, Iſhall ſwoom eſſe. 


lere, Mrs. Monſter, 2 my Taylor; and d' ye hear? 


You Mrs. Hobbyhor ſe, ſee if my Company be come to 
Cards yet. re oy 
| Enter the Taylor. 

Oh, Mr. Remmant? I don't know what ails theſe Stays 
ou have made me; but ſomething is the Matter, I don't 
e'em. | 2 

Rem. Tam very ſorry for that, Madam. But what Fault 
does your Ladyſhip find? | 

Lure. | don't know where the Fault lies; but in ſhort l 
don't like em; I can't tell how ; the Things are well e 
nough made, but I don't like em. 
Rem. are they too wide, Madam ?-—. - 

Lure. =. 1 

Rem. Too ſtraight, perhaps. 0 

Lure. Not at Ki they fit me very well; butt..-Lad 
Leſs me; can't you tell where the Faultlies? 


* 
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Rem. Why truly, Madam, I can't tell? — But your La- 
dyſhip, I think, is a little too ſlender for the Faſhion. 


Lure. How! Too ſlender for the Faſhion, ſay you? 


Rem. Yes, Madam! there's no ſuch thing as a good Shape 
worn among the Quality: Your fine Waltes are clear out, 
1 1 | a . 


Lure. And why did not you plump up my Stays to the 
faſhionable Size ? 

Rem. I made em to fit you, Madam. 4 

Lure. Fit me! fit my Monkey What d' ye think I wear 
Cloaths to pleaſe my ſelf! Fir me! fit the Faſhion, pray; 
no matter far me I thought fomething was the 
matter, I-wanted-Quality-Air: Pray, Mr. Remnant, 
let me have a Bulk of Quality, a ſpreading Countour. I do 
remember now, the Ladies in the Apartments, the Birth 


Night, were moſt of em two Yards about. Indeed, 


Sir, if you contrive my Things any more with your ſcan» 
ty Chambermaid's Air, you ſhall work no more for me. © 

Rem, | ſhall take care to pleaſe your Ladyſhip for the fu: 
ture. [ Exit. 


Enter a Servant 


Ser. Madam, my Maſter deſires | | 

Lure. Hold, hold, Fellow; for Gad's ſake hold: ifthou- 
touch my Cloaths with that Tobacco Breath of thine, I 
ſhallpoylon the whole Drawing- Room. Stand at the Door 


pray, and ſpeak.. | 
[Ser. goes to the Door and ſpeakt. 

_ Ser. My Maſter, Madam, deſires | 
Lare. Oh hideous! Now the Raſcal bellows ſo loud, 
that he tears my Head to pieces. Here, Aukwardneſs, 
go take the Booby's Meſſage, and bring it to me. | 
| [ Maid goes to the Door, wh ſpers and returns; 


Cham. My Maſter deſires to know how your Ladyſhip 


reſted laſt Night, and if you are pleas d to admit of a Viſit 

this Morning? "ER 
Eure. Ay — Why this is civil Tis an infupportable 
Tail tho for Women of Quality to model their Husbands 
Enter 


5 


8 Se Harry Wildair; being. 
— | Enter Standard. 
Stand. Good-merrow, deareſt. Angel. How have you 
reſted la Nieht: 1 
| Lure. Lard, Lard, Col! What a Room have you made 
me here with your dirty Feet! Bleſs me, Sir! Will you ne- 
ver be reclaim d from your ſlovenly Campaign Airs? 'Ti 
the moſt unmannerly thing in Nature to make a ſliding 
Bow in a Lady's Chamber with dirty Shoes; it writes 
Nudeneſs upon the Boards. 
Stand. A very odd kind of Reception this, truly. I'm 
very ſorry, Madam, that the Offences of my Feet ſhould 
create an Averſion to my Company: But for the future [ 
ſhall honour your Ladyſhip's Apartment as the Sepulchre 
at Feruſalem, and always come in bare-foot. | 
Lure. Sepulchre at Feruſalem | Your Complment, Sir, 
is lng An fetch d: But your Feet indeed have a very tra- 
ve IF. 
Staud. Come, come, my Dear, no ſerious Diſputes upon 
Trifles,fince you know I never contend with you in Matters 
of Conſequence. Youare ſtill Miſtreſs of your Fortune, and 
Marriage has only made you more abſolute in your Deſires. 
Come, clear your Brow of that uneaſie Chagrin; and 
let that pleaſing Air take place that firſt enſnar'd my Heart. 
I have invited ſome Gentlemen to Dinner, whole Friend - 
ſhips deſerveawelcome Look. Lettheir Entertainment 
ſhew how bleſs'd you have made me by aplentiful Fortune, 
and the Love of ſoagreeablea Creature. . 
Lure. Your Friends, I ſuppoſe, are all Men of Quality. 
Sand. Madam, they are Officers, and Men of Honour, 
Lure. Officers, and Men of Honour! that is, they will 
daub tlie Stairs with their Feet, ſtain all the Rooms with 
their Wine, talk Bawdy to my Woman, rail at the Parlia- 
ment, then at one another, fall to cutting of Throats, and 
break all my China. Jn | 
Stand. Admitting that I kept ſuch Company; tisunkind 
in you, Madam, to talk ſo ſeverely of my Friends — 
But my Brother, my Dear, is juſt come from his Voyage, 
and will be here to pay his Reſpects to yon. 


Lure. Sir, 1 not be at Leiſureto entertain a Perſan 
of his Wapping Education, I can aſſure you. Buer 


i 
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© Enter Parley, and whiſpers her. 

T have ſome Buſineſs with my Woman; you may en? 
— your Sea Monſter by your Af, you may command 
a Diſn of N with N Punch, Ly 

; and ſo, Sir, much; may do you Come, Parley, 
1 9 Exe Le. and Par, 

Stand, Hell and Furies! E 174 6.4 
Fire. With all my Heart. Where's your Wite, Bro- 
ther: Ho now Man, wharst the matter 71s Binner 


ready? OR Opn = | 
Rd No. I don't know —. it, Pm ſorry that I 

invited you :——For you muſt know that >} Wife is very 

muckout of Order taken dangerous ill of a ſudden. 
Fire. Pſhaw! Nothing, nothing but a Marriage Qualm ; 


1 


ee chief? Where 1s ſhe, 
na? F 


rithee let me ſee her; I long to ſe this ſine Lady 
W . 0 OPT: | 
Sand. Upon my Word ſhe's very ill, and can't ſeeany 


"Fire. $6 ill chat ſhecan't ſee n What, ſhe's not 
in Labour ſure! I tell you, I will ce her- Where is ſhe? 

2 * 7 4 1 n ; 12 [ 4 ang -J 
4 no, Brother ; ſhe's gone abroad to take tha 


Fire. What the Devil! dangerou s ſick, and out! ſo 
ick, that ſhe'll ſee no body within, Jet gone — ſee all 
the World! Ay, you have your Fortunes with 2 
cance!——Then, Brother, you ſhall dine with me at 
Locket's; I hate theſe Family-Dinners, where a Man's o- 
blig d to, O Lard, Madam; no Apology, dear Sir, Tis 
75 indeed, Madam. For your ſelf, dear Madam. 
— Where between the rub'd Floor under foot, the China in 
one Corner, andthe Glaſſes in another, a Man can't make 
two rides without hazard of his Life. Commend meto 
yand a Bell; coming, coming, Sir. Much Noiſe, uo 
Attendance, and a dirty 3 may est like a 


. 


* , * a * 
* 
* 
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- Harry 7 Wulle; * 
2 wink like a Fiſh, and {wear like a Devil. Hang yout 
Family-Dinners; come along with me. 


r —— who ing them ſeems 
ta retire, + | 


42 Who's tht? came , Sir ic.” Your hole TY 


2 Perhaps; Sir; ic may not be ſo proper to inform 
you; for you appear to be as great aStranger here ks my lelf, 
Fire. Come, come — has — * 
riefs wit! ur Wife. FEE 
Ban. Gad D A kene enge, very | 
. alikely Fellow, 275 indiome Pellos 1 ape! 
like a debe ; I wou'd fain ſee his Fore- 
d tho” —Sir, your humble Ser rant. 
Stand. Your's Sir. But 477 ur ſtareſo in my Face? 


Ban. I was told, Sir, that the Lady Luvewell's usband 
had ſomething) very remarkableg Ver bi e by Which he 
mit * * 
Fire. Mark chat, B. t . „ Ee 
Stand. Tour Information, Si was fi ht; ; e acroſs 


Cut over my 115 Eye that's YEFY em e. Fa 


Sir, by what = are ybu to 5 aby tbe N 
Ban. Sir, I am di and diſtinguiſn q by the Name 
and By of Beau Pan 95 aa Bret ber to gir A 
50 {ing hs cede 10 hl Child. 
anqur,1 8 to ea 15 left go * 
Fraun. Oh, 'Sir 4 In m your ver ee Fou're 
not unlike your Brother inthe F.cez 475 mMethi 2 47 
dont become his Humour altogether {7 0 Well; 
Jature in him, looks like AﬀeC ation in you. 
Ban. Oh, Lord, Sir! tis rather Nature in me r 
quit a he he's beholding to his Education for his Air: 
where 1255 think my Humour was BE 
Stand. Wher | 
2 eee 
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ter theſe ſeven Years : Let in Defiance to Legs of Mutton, | 
ſmall Beer, crabbed Books, and four fac d-Doctors, I can 
dance a Minuet, court a Miſtreſs, play at Piquet, or make a 
, Paroli with any W5/dair in Chriſtendom. In ſhort, Sir, in 
a ſpight of the Univerſity, I'm a pretty Gentleman. Colo- 
A acl, where's your Wite? | h 
Fire. [ Mimicking him. ] Inſpight of the Univerſity, I'm 2 
etty Gentleman Then Colonel, 22 Wife tm 
far ye, young Plato, Whether wou'd you have your Noſe 
U lit, or your Earscut? | 
Ban. Firſt tell me, Sir, which would you chuſe, to be 
run though the Body, or ſhot through the Head # 


Ny Fire. Follow me, and III tell ye. | | 

2 Ban. Sir, my Servants ſhall attend ye, if you have ne 

| Equipage of your own. 

" 3 Ve. Blood, Sir! 1 | 

d Stand. Hold, Brother, hold: he's a Boys 

3 Ban. Look ye, Sir, I keep half a dozen Footmen that 
; have noBulineſs uponEarth but to anſwer impertinentQue- 

* ſtions: Now, Sir, if your fi ping Tn can digeſt 

5 theſe ſix brawny Fellows for a „their Maſter, per- 

15 haps, may do you the Favour to run you through the Body 

1 for a Dinner. [ | 

1 Fire. Sirrah, will you fight me? I receiv'd juſt now ſax 

5. Month's Pay, and by this Light, I'll give you the half on's 

8 for one fair Blow at your Scull. 


| Ban. Down with your Money, Sir. | . f — 
e d No, no, Brother; if jou are ſo free of your Pay, 
ou pet into the next Room: there you'll find ſome Company at 


I ſuppoſe, that you may find ity for 
. —1 — or 8 EM 
* Fire. Well, Sir, the time willpome. [EExic. 
ir; Ban, Well faid, Brazen-head. 


© Sink. T bays is port} excuſe the Freodom of thi 

3 ucarion 

Elements, the Wind and the Waves. $7 HIT TEN? 
— = value neither him, nor his Wind and Wa 

neither; I'm privileg d to be very impertinent, being an 

denen ade e ssi beinga Bras: =, 


u. 
1 


= . , Harry Wildair ; 2 


Sa Sir, Ladmire the Freedom of your Condition 
Burpray, Sir, have you ſeen your Brother ſince he came 

over ? 

Ban. I han't ſeen my Brother theſe ſeven Years, and 
{carcely heard from him but by report of others. About 
a Month ago he was pleas'd to honour me with a Letter 
from Pais, importing his Deſign of being in London very 

don with a Deſire of meeting me here. Upon this, { 
chang d my Cap and Gown for a long Wigand word, aud 
came up to London to attend him, went to his H but 
that was all in Sables for the Death of his Wife; there I was 
told that he delign'd to change his Habitation, becauſe — 
wou d avoid alRemembrances that might diſturb hi 
You are the firſt Perſon that has told me of his — 
. me where to wait 
on 

Stand. And I ſuppoſe, Sir, this was the Buſineſs that oc- 
aſton dme the Honour;of this Viſit. 

Ban. Partly this, and partly an Adair of greater Conſe 

ce. You muſt know,. Sir, that tho 1 have read ten 
uſand Lies in the Univerſity, yet I have learn d to ſpeak 
the Truth my elf; and to deal plainly with you, the Hon- 
our of this Viſit, as you were  pleas'd to term it, was deſign'd 
to the Lady Lurewell. a 
- Stang. My Wife, Sir! | 
Ban. My: 2440 ren, [ ay, Sir. 
2 * 4 — What! 3 
look ye, Sir; you may have the Honour of 
— e Lady LureweU's Husband; but you will ne- 
ver 2 Author, either ancient or thatthe's 
call'd Mr. Standards Wife. Tistrue, your a handſome yourg 
Fellow : ſhe lik d you, ſhe marry d you; and tho the Prieit 
e there's no ſmall Diſtinction in 
your Hood. Vouare e ade Colonel, and ſhe is 
till a Woman of — take it. 
Stand. And you are moſt impudent young Fellow 
: overmerieh healing Lite, I take it. 
Ban. Sir, I'ma Mallerof _ and [ pleadthe privileg 
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Enter a Servant and whiſpers Banter. 


Ser. Sir, the Gentleman in the Coach below, ſays, hell 
be gone unleſs you come preſently, 

Ban. I had forgot Col. your humble Servant: 

3 [Exit. 

Stand. Sir, you muſt excuſe me for not waiting on you 

Feri another way. 


$CENE changes to another Apartment in the ſame Houſe. 


Enter Lurewell, Ladies, Monſ. Marquis and Fireball, as 
loſng Gameſters, ons after another, tearing their Cards, and. 
funging em about the Roos. | 


Lure. Ruin'd! and Undone! Deſhoy'd i 
IL. Oh Fortune! Fortune! Fortune! 

2 La. What will my Husband fay ? 

Monſ. Oh Malheur! Malheur! Malheur! a 

Fire. Blood and Fire, I have loſt fix Months Pay. 

Monſ. A hundred and ten Piſtoles, ſink me. 

Fire. Sink you! ſink me, that have loſt two hundred and 
ten Piſto es. Sink you indeed! | 
22 But why wou'd you hazard the Bank upon one 

M of. Becauſe me had loſe by de Card tree times before. 
—— Look, dere Madam, de very next Card had been out. 


Oh Morbles! qui ſat 


Lure, I rely'd altogether on your ſetting the Card:; you 

us d to Tailes with Succeſs. eee 
Morſ. Morbleu, Madam, me nevre loſe before: But dat 

Monſieur Sir Arry, dat Chevalier Wildair is de Devil — 

Vere is de Chevalier? 9 0 

Tue. Counting our Money within yonder.— Go, go, 

* and berkink your of ſome Revenge. Here 
comes, "Ty 


C 3 TOR: Euter 


#5 . Harry Wildair; beloy 


Wild. Fifteen hundred and ſeventy Tunis d Ora Tol 
dall de rall. [ Sings. ] Look ye, Gentlemen, any Body may 
dance to this Tune; T. de rall. I dance to the 
Tune of fifteeen hundred Pound, the moſt elevated Piece 
of Muſick that ever I heard in my Lite; they are the pret- 
tieſt Caſtagnets in the World. {Chinks-the Money.) Here 

Waitera, there's Cards and Candles for you. [ Gives the Ser- 
vants Money. ] Mrs. Parley—— here's Hoods and Scarfs for 
vou: [Gives her Money.] And here's fine Coaches, ſplendid 
—— lovely Women, and victorious Burgundy for 
me. Oh ye charming Angels! the Loſers ſorrow, and 
the Gainers joy: Get ye into my Pocket now Gentle- 
men and Ladies, I am your humble Servant You'll ex- 
cuſe me, I hope; the ſmall Devotion here that I pay to my 
Fortune Ho now! Mute! 1 
adies, I know that Loſers have leave to ſpeak; but [ 
don't find that they're privileg d to be dumb.—. Monſreur! 


- Ladies! Captain! 
752 [-laps the Captain on the Shoulder. 
Fire. Deathand Hell! Why d'yeſtrike me, Sir? | 
Wild. To comfort you, Sir. Vour Ear, Capt.— The 
. King of Spain is dead! | 
Fire. The King of Spain dead | 
Mild. Dead as Fulins Ceſar; I had a Letter on't juſt 


now. | 
Fire. Tall dall de rall [ Sings. ] Look ye, Sir, pray ſtrike 
me again if you pleaſe..—. See here, Sir, you have left me 
but one ſolitary Guinea in the World. | 
228 puts it in bis Mouth. 
Down it goes i' faith. Allons for the Thateb d 
Houſe and the Mediterranean. Tall gp 7 Tall, 
| Nen * 1 | Exit. 
Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Bravely reſolv'd, Captain. 
Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry! I was afraid of a Quarrel. In 
fo much concern'd ! 
Wild. At the loſs of your Money, Madam. But why, 
"why ſhould the Fair be afflicted? Your Eyes, our Boob 
| ies 
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ſters of Fortune'sPower,that bl 


for fifty Piſtoles, whicha hundred 
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Ladies, tmuch brighter thun the Sun, have equal Power 
with him, and can transform to Gold whites! they pleaſe. 
The Lawyer's Tongue, the Soldier's Sword, the Courtier's 


„and the hant's Trade, are Slaves that dig the 


Golden Mines for you. Your Eyes untie the Miſer's knot- 


ted Purſe. [Tv one Lady.] Melt into Coin the Magiſtrate's 
maſly > You mints for your Hereditary Lands, 
To 2 l. And Gameſters only win when they can 


loſe to you. [Tb Lure well.] This Luck is the moſt Rhe- 


toricalthing in Nature. | 
Lure, I kavea great mind to forſwear Cards as long as 


1 La. And I. : | Exit. 
2 La. And l. | Crying, and Exit. 
Wild. What, forſwear Cards! Why, Madam, you'll ruin 


our Trade. I'll maintain, that the Money at Court cir- 


culates more by the Bafſet-Bank, than the Wealth of the 
Merchants by the Bank of the City. Cards! the great Mini- 

indlyſhuſfl out her thought- 
leſs Favours and make a Knave more pow'rful than a King- 


What Adoration do theſe Pow'rs receive Liftins up 4 
* from the bright Hands and Fingers of the Fair, al- 


ways lift up to pay Devotion here! And the pleaſing Fears, 
the anxious Hopes and dubious Joy that entertain our Mind! 


The Capot at Piquet, the Paroli at Baſſet ;-— And then Om- 
bre! Who can reſiſt the Charms of Mattado:s ? 


Lune, Ay, Sit Aar; and then the Sepr leVa, Quin xe lo 


; Va, Tante le Va! : 


Wi. Right, right, Madam: 
Lure. Then the Nine of Diamonds at Comet, three Fives 


at Cribbidge, and Pam in Lanteraloo, Sir Harry ! 


Mild. Ay; Madam, theſe are Charms indeed Then 


the pleaſure of picking our Husband's Pocket over- night, to 
play at Baſſet next Day! Then the Advantage a fine Gentle - 


man may make of a Lady's — by — a favour 
ears Courtſhip cou'd 

never have produc'd. YER 
Lure. Nay, nay, Sir Harry, that's foul play. 
Wild. Nay, nay, Madam tis no but the Game; 


and have play d it ſo inFrancea h times. 


C4 | Lure. 
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| thall hear from me in the Evening. 


Lare. Come, come, Sir, nomoreon't. , II tell youy, 
three Words, that rather than forgo my Cards, I'll forſwer 
| Wy iſits, Faſhions, my Monkey, Friends and Relati 
Vd. There ſpoke the Spirit of true · born Engliſʒ Ou. 
lity, with a true French Education, | * ( 
Lare. Look ye, Sir Harry, Tam well born, and I wat 
well bred; | brought my Husband a large Fortune; he hal 
mortgage, or I will elope. | 
Wild. No, no, Madam! there's nooccaſion for that. See 
here, Madam 8 78 
Lure. What, the finging Birds; Sir Harry, let me ſee, 
Wild. Pugh, Madam, theſe are but a few.———.. But 
I cou d wiſh, de tout mon ceur, for uelque Commodite, where 


l! might be handſomely plunder d of em. 


Lure. Ab! Chevalier! tous jour obligeant, engageant, c 
tout ſa | 


Mall. Allons, Allons, Madam, tout à votre ſervite. 


| 9 | Rs Puls her. 
Lure. No, no, Sir Harm, not at this time o day; you 


mila. Then, Madam, I'il leave you ſomething to enter- 
tain you the while. *Tis a French Pocket-book, with ſome 
Remarksof my own upon the new way of making Love. 
Pleaſe to peruſe it, and give me your Opinion inthe Exen- 


. [Opening the Book. ] A French Pocket benz. win 
Remarks upon the new way of making Love! Then, Sir 


Harry is turning Author, I What's here? 
Hi, hi, hi. A Bank Bill for a hundred Pound 
The new way of making Love Pardie cet fort 


Gallant · One of the prettieſt Remarks that ever I faw in 
my Life! Well now, that #{dair'sa char, ming Fellow ;-- 


Hi, hi, hi,-- He has ſuch an Air and ſuch a Turn in what he 
docs! I warrantnow there's a hundred home-bred Block- 


heads vou d come Madam, Ill give you hundred 
Guineas if you'lllet me. Faugh! hang their nauſeous im- 
modeſt Proceedings Here's a hundred Pound now, and 
he never names the thing; I love an impudent Action with 
an Air of Modeſty with all my Heart. Ts xð xi. 


X 
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ATT III. 
Lure well and Monſieur Marquis. 


Lure. ELL, Monſceur, and have you thought how to 


retaliate your ill Fortune 
Monſ. Madam, I have tought dat Fortune be one blind 


Bitch. Why ſhou'd Fortune be kinder to de Anglis Che- 


valier dan to de France Marquis? Ave I not de bon Grace? 


Ave not Ide Perſonage? Ave I not de Under ? Can 


de Angiis Chevalier dance bettre dan I? Can de F: Che- 


| valier tence bettre dan I? Can de Anglis Chevalier play 


Baſſet bettre dan | ? Den why ſhould Fortune be kinder to 
de Anglis Cheval ier dan de France Marquis? . 
Lure. Why? Becauſe Fortune is blin | 
Morſ. Blind ! Yes begar, and dum and deaf too. 
Vell den, Fortune gi 1 lis Man de Riches, but Na- 
ture give de — Man de Politique to e EH 
Diſtribution. | | 1 
Lure. But how can you correct it Mo | 
* Ecoute, Madam. Sir Arry Wi is his Vife be 


= And what Adramagecan you make of that? 
man'sdead 1 — 
KN How, how, Sir, a dead Woman cuckold her Hus- 

7 

Monſ. Mark! Madam: We France - men make de Di- 
ſtinction between de Deſign and de Term of de Treaty. 
She canno touch his Head, but ſhe can ee 
of ten touſan Livres, 

Lure. Pray explain yaur ſelf, Sir. 

Monſ. 1 tave Sir ArryWildair bis Vife in m Pocket... 

Lure. How! Sir Harry's Wife in yaur Pocket! 

Monſ. Hold, Madam, dere is an autre Diſtin&ion be- 
twecnde Delign and de Term of de Treaty, ; 


_— 
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26 Sir Harry Wildair; king 


Lure, Pray, Sir, no more of your Piſtinctions, but ſeak 


Monf. Wen de France- man's Politique is in his Head, 
dere is noting but Diſtinction upon his Tongue. 
See here, Madam! I ave de Picture of Sir Arry's Wife ig 
my Pocket. | ? 

Lure. Ist poſſible ? 

Monſ. Voyez. Fat . 

Lure. The very fame, and: finely draven. Pray, Man- 

| fever, how did you purchaſe it? | 

Monrf. As me did purchaſe de Picture, ſo me did gain de 

- Subſtance, de dear, dear Subſtance, by de mon Mien, de 
France Air, chantant, charmaat, de Politique a la Tate, and 
dancant ala Pie. 
Lure. Lard bleſs me! How cunmingly ſome Women cin 
y the * Ah! have I found it out! Now, as I hope 
r Mercy, Lam gad ont. I hate to have any Woman 
more virtuous than my ſelf... Here was ſucha Work 
with my Lady Mildair s Piety ! my Lady Wildair's Con- 
duct! and my Lady Wildair's Fidelity, toriooth ! Now, 
dear Manfreur, = infdllibly old me the beſt News 
that I ever heard in my Life. Well, and ſhe was but one 

of us! heh! ELIT 8 

_ . Mor. Oh, Madam! me no tell Tale, me no ſcandalite 
de Dead; . de Picture be dumb, de Picture ſay noting. 

Ie. Come, come, Sir, no more Diſtinctions ; Im. 

ure it was ſo. Iwou'dihave given the World for ſucha 

Story of her while ſhe was living: She was charitable, 

-forſooth! and ſhe was devout, forſooth! and every body 
was twitted 1'th''Teeth with my Lady Wildair's Reputati- 
en: And vrhy domt you mark her Behaviour, and her Di- 
Mcretion? She goes to Church twicea Day. Ah!l 

Hate theſe Congregation-Women. There's ſuch a Fuſs and 
ſuch a Clutter about their Devotion, that it makes more 


Noiſe than all the Bells in the Pariſh - Well, but 
what Adv can you makenow of the Picture 


Monſ. De Advantage of ten touſand Livres, — 
Attendex vous, Madam. Dis Lady ſhe die at Monepelir 
in France; I are de Broder in dat City dat write me one Ac- 
unt dat ſhe dye in dat City, and dat ſhe ſend me dis Picture 

| | a 
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18 Legacy, wid a touſand baſe mains to de dear Marquis, 


charmant Marquis, mon ceur le Marquis. 
— Ay, here was Devotion ! here was Diſcretion ! 


here was idelity ! Mon ceur le Mar * un Ha, ha, hi 
well, but how will this procure the 

Monſ. Now, Madam, fer de France Politique. 

Lure. Ay, what is the French Politick. 


Mon. ever to tell a Secret to a Voman Ma- 
dam, je ſeu votre ſerviteur. Runs off. 
Lure. Hold, hold, Sir, we ſha'n't part ſo; I will have it. 
Follow. 

Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Fire. Hah ! Look! Look! Look you there, Brother! 
. they coquet it! Oh! there's a Look! there's a 
Simper ! there's a Squeeze el , now the Marquis. 


is at it. Mon ceur, may foy, pardie, : Don't you 
how the French Rogue has fy Head, and the Feet, andthe 
Hands, and the Tongue, all goingt t 


Sand. [Walking in Diſorder.) Where's my Reaſon ? 
Where's my Philoſophy? Where's my Religion now? - 
Fire. Tl tell ©” ee in your Forchead, Sir 
Blood! Tay, 
Stand. But how, ares, 
12 hy ſtab him, {tab him now Lralian, Spaniard, 


Stand. Stab him! Why Cuekoldom'sa Hydra that bears 
a thouſand Heads; and tho I ſhould. cut — CP 
Monſter ſtill weu'd fi M.uſt I murder all the Fo 
the Nation? and to ſave my Head from Horns, expo my 


Neck to the Halter? 


Fire. Sdeath, Sir, can't you kick andouff?— Kick: one, 
Stand. Cane another. | 
Fire. Cut off the Ears of a third. 


Stand. Slit the Noſe of a fourth. 


Fire. Tear Crevats. 
Stand. Burn Perukes. 


' Fire. Shoot their Coach-horſes. 


Stand. A noble Plot. But now it's laid, How ſhallwe 


put it in Execution ? for not one. of theſe Fellows "_m— 
| 


Wo hes - * * 
n * SF" 
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bout without his Guard du Corps. Then they're ſtout a 


Heroes; for I can aſſure you, that a Beau with lix Footmea 
hall fight you any Gentleman in Chriſtendom. 


Enter Servant. 


Ser. Sir, here's Mr. Clincher below, who begs the Ho- 
nour to kiſs your Hand. | | | 
Stand. Ay, why here's another Beau. 
Fire. Let him come, let him come; I'll fhew you how 
to manage a Beau preſently. 5 8 
Stand. Hold, hold, Sir; this is a ſimple inoffenſive Fel 
low, that willrather make us Diverſion. | . 
Fire. Diverſion! Ay. Why, I'll knock him down fot 
Diverſion. 5 i 
Stand. No, no; prithee be quiet; gave him a Surfeit of 
Intriguing ſome Months ore | was marry d 
Here, bid him come up. "He's worth your Acquaintance, 


Fire. My Acquaintance ! What is he? | 
Stand. A Fellow of a ſtrange Weathercgek Head, very 
hard, but aslight as the Wind ; conſtantly full of the Times, 

und never fails to pick up ſome Humour or other out of the 
publick Revolutions, that proves diverting enough. Some 
time ago he had got the Travelli Maggot in is Head, 
and was going to the Jubilee upon all Occaſions; but late- 
ly, ſince the new Revolution in Europe, another Spirit has 
Er eg him, and he runs ſtark mad after News und Poli- 
Clin. News, News, Col. — Eh! what's this 
Fellow? Methinks he has a kind-of ſuſpicious Air 
Your Ear, Col. The Pope's dead. 
Stand. Where did you hear it ? 1 
Clin. I read it in the publick News. [ biſperin 
Stand. Ha, ha, ha. And why d' ye whiſper it for 


Clin, Odſo! faith that's true But that Fellow there; 
what is he? | ary _ 


* 


then? ch! 
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"Stand. My Brother Fireball, juſt come home — 


1 3 odſo! Noble Captain, I'm your moſt humble — 
obedient Servant, from the Poop to the Forecaſtle 
a Kiſſ. o tother ſide, pray. Now, dear Captain, 
tell Ade News.—. Odſo Im 5 pleas'd I have met you! 
Well, the News, dear Captain You dk ad — 


- Fire. — 

Clin. Did you, 1 fooliſh ! very. 
fooliſh! a right Sea-Captain — what did you do? 
How did you fight? What Storms did you meet? And 


what Whales did you ſee : 


Fire. We had a violent Storm off the Coaſt of Furland. 

Clin. Futland | Ay, that's Part of — 
— penh faith. . that | 

Copenhagen, = 
ERS pretty King of Sweden! What Sort of 
, ? 

Cn. Tal and lender! Much about my Pitch? Heh! 

Fire. Not ſo groſs, not altogether folow. ; 

Clin. No! I'm ſorry for't; very ſorry, indeed 
— Parley enters and ſtands at the Door; Clincher beckens 

with his Hands behind, going backwards, andſpeaking to 

ber and the Gentlemen by turns.) Well, and what more? 
And fo an ou bombarded Co en (Mrs. Parley) _ 
Whiz, flap went the — (Mrs. _— ſo 
Well, not altogether ſo groſs, ,you fa E a Letter, 


ou jade. Very — ay? Is sthe King very tall? 


Here's a Guinea, you Jade.)—[She — hang, and the 
Cul. obſerves him.] Hem! hem! Col. I'm mightily trou- | 
bled with the Pryfick of late Heml hem! A 
Stoppage of my Breaſt here. Hem But now it is off a- 
gain. Well, but Captain, you tell us no Newsat all. 
Fire. . Ee 
ſtill yau are a 
Clin. Bleſa me What can thisbe? | 
Mio, That you are a Fool. 16 
Clin; 
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© "Si Harry Wildair; being” | 
- Clin, Th! Witty, witty Sea-Captain. Odſo 
wonder, Captain, that your Underſtanding Gil nt fir 
your Ship to Pieces. | 
2 — 2 0 N 
Becauſe, Sir, it is ſo very ſhallow, very fallow 
There's Wit for you, Sir — * x 
Enter Parley, who gives the Col. a Letter. 


" Odfo! A Letter ! Then there's News. What, is it the 
F Poſt ? What News, dear Col. whay News? Hark 


Fear" ber Parley while. rhe cal read the Letter, 
Stand. The Son of a, Whore! Is it he? 


[Looks as. Clincher, 
[Reade,] Dear Madam, 
. 
our — l 
* re with the. bs he Warmth of my Kiſſes thaw'd * 4 
nen Lay. 


> whe as takes a fine 
Lady] I ave no News, but that the 


's dead, and 
Fs. ome Pacquets upon that Affair toſeud my Gorreſpongent 
in Wks j 2 nfo, and ha — 

e Ae, * Wings of 4 Wg . 


3 urs, 
Toby Clincher 


ev. Mr. aue Brother, —_—_— 


Awe, Adamn'd Rogue. 
Stand. See here! Letter to my wife! 
Fre. S death let me tear him to Pieces. 
Stand. No, no, we'll manage him to more Advantage. 
Take him with you to Lacbef a, and invent ſome Way or 
other ta fuddle him. - Here. Mr. Clincher, L have pre- 
vail d on my Brother here to give you a particular Account 
of the whole Voyage to the Sound b his — if 
you pleaſe to honour him with — 1 8. 
in. His own Journal! Ol, le let me. 
Staud. Shew it him. 


a 
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Fire. Here, 8 

Clin. Now r Ner- 
17th, from the 6th at ener to this * Noon Eons variable, 
Courſes per Traverſe, true Caurſe protratled;: with all Impe- 
Jiments allow d, is North 45 Degrees, Weſt 60 Miles, Diffe« 

rice of Latitude 42 Miles, D N 40 Miles, La- 

raps per Judgment a 1d. Minutes, Meridian di- 
ſtance current from the the Land, and the Latitude 
1:38 Miles. Odfo! 1 lee. As 
Noon broke aur ain xep- Sail gard. : ay. inthe Slings ; 
7 . Southwa —— Oils! A Vale! Great — 

Fzith. Come, come 82 7 ye fe. 
With N e hat I won't Saks for, 
hark e, ou and I, there sa ſine Lady in 
the 125 2nd 1 aa ele nn 


e. Kane Lady! Ah the Abe! 
. e Mos I 
e, no Ceremony tain, 
_ Fireball and Clincher, . 


Stand. Well, Mrs. Parley peo dot. 
Par. Why, worſe 154 e here 3 more 
ſtil, more Branches a ſprouting. 


Stand. Of whoſe planting, pray ? 5 


Tar. Why, that imp oung F Rare Sir Harry 
44 Brother, dae his Suit, as — 
ee hemp. Sir, two Pieces, which, by, 

Ani, to receive four. | 
Sand. Tisa hard Caſe now, that a Man muſt give four 
Guineas for the good Newsof his Diſhonour. Some Men 
throw away their Money in debauching other Men's 
Vives ay Tay out * to keep my on honeſt: But 
this is a Man's F mane? = Well Child, there's 
pour Pays mA 0 come back. a true Account 
155 the Buſineſs | 
* But ſi 8 oneſs be done before you come 


Stand. No, no; ſhe ha'n r and her Pride 
will preſerve her againſt the 5. Beſides, I ſha ut 
ay. 


eee 
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8 ENE changes to another 72 2 
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Lurs. Well now, Sir , this Book you pave me! 
As hope to breathe I think tis the beſt penn d Piece I have 
ſeen a great while, I don't know any of our Authors have 
vorit in ſo florid and genteel a Style. 

la. Upon the Subject, Madam, I dare affirm there is 
— — more moving. Look ye, Madam, I am 
an Author rich in Expreſſions; the needy Poets of the Age 
— —— lames and Darts, 

barren Sighs and Tears, their ſpeaking Looks and a- 
morous Vows, that might in Chaucer's time, 

have paſs d for Love; but now, tis only ſuch as I can touch 
that noble Paſſion, and by the true, perſwaſive Eloquence, 
turm d in the moving Style of Loui Org, can raiſe the n- 
viſh'd Female to a Rapture -In ſhort, Madam, Pl] 
match Cow iy in Softneſs, o er- top Milton in Sublime, ban- 
ter Cicero in Eloquence, and Dr. Swan in Quibbling, by the 
Help of that moſt ingenious Society, call d, the Bank of 
England | 


Love; they ſay tis c in France. 

Wild. Clear out, clear out, no Body wears it : And here 
too; Honeſty went out with the ſlaſſid Doublets, and Love 
with 1 Goyyns. Love! Tis ſo obſolete, ſo 
mean, and out of Faſhion, that I can compare it to 1 
but the miſerable Picture of Patient Grizzelat the Head o 
an old Balad —Faugh ! Gs 

Lure. Ha, ba, ha The beſt Emblem in the World 

Come, Sir Harry, faithwe'll run it down. Love. 
Ay, methinks I fee the mournful Me/pomene with her 
Handkerchief at her Eye, her Heart full of Fire, her Eyes 
füll of Water, her Head full of Madneſs, and her Mouth 
full of Nonſenſe— Oh! hang it. "I 

"Wild. Ay, Madam. Then the doleful Ditties, piteous 
Plaints, the Daggers, the Poyſans! _ _ © 

Lure, Oh the Vapours! 


SS * 


Lure, Ay, — I begin to hate that old thing call'd 


1 
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Se Sa & 


'S Fall. 
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114. Then a Man muſt kneel, and a Man muſt ſwear... 


There is a Repoſe, I ſee, in the next Room. [ Aſide. 


Lure. Unnatural Stuff. 


11d. Oh. Madam, the moſt unnatural ching in the World 
as fulſome as a Sack. Poſſet, [Pulling her towars, he Door]. 


teel as a Wedding-Ring, and as impudent as the na- 
—— was in the Park. [ Pulls her again. 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry 3 I hate Love that's impudent. 
Theſe Poets dreſs it up ſo in their Tragedies, that no mo- 


deſt Woman can bear it. Your Way is much the more to- 


lerable, I muſt confeſs. 


Wild. Ay, ay, Madam; I hate your rude Whining and 
Sighing; it puts a Lady out of Countenance. 8 


Lure. Truly ſo i it does — — their Impudence. But 


where are we go 
Hild. Only to qe, at Love, Madam. [Pulls ber in. 


Enter Banter. 


"oy | Who's here? [Lurewell comes back. - 
Lure. Pſhaw, prevented by a Stranger too! Had it been 


my Husband how P fhaw!-— Very familiar, Sir. 
[Banter takes wp Wildair's Hat, that 
h was drops in the Room. 

Nun. Madam, you have dropt your Hat. 

Lure. Diſcover d too by a Stranger What ſhall I dot 
Mild. | From within] Madam, you have got the moſt 
confounded Pens here! Can't you get the Colonel towrite- 
the r of your Letters for you? 

Lure. Bleſs me, Sir Harry! Don't you know that the. 
Colonel can't write French : — is ſo precious: 

Wild. Shall Idirect by way of Roan or Paris t+ : 

Lure. Which you will. 


Ban. Madam, Ivery much applaud your Choiceof . 


cretary ; he underſtands the Intrigues of moſt Courts-it. 
Europe they ay. _ 
Enter Wildair-with 4 Letter: 


mil. Here; Madam, e 
|  1J2 7 


— ' s . | \ s 
the Sequel of the Trip to the Jubilee. 33 


[ Pulling 45. b 


| Sir Harry Wildair ; being 
This Gentleman a Relation of yours, Madam 
Dem him. | part [Aſude, 
Ban. Brother, your humble Servant.. 
ll. Brother! By what Relation, Sir > 
Ban. Begotten by the ſame Father, born of. the ame 
Mother, Brother Kindred and Brother Beau. | 
Wild. Hey-day ! How the Fellow ſtrings his Genealo« — 
Ey? Look ye, Sir, you may be Brother to Tom-Thumb wh 
2. 22 know; but if youare my Brother, I cou d have 
_—_ you in your Mother's Womb for an Hour or two. 
22 2 Sir, T receiv d your Letter at Oxford, with your 
Commands to meet you in London ; and if you can remem- 
ber your own Hand, there tis. [ Gives a Letter, 
| _ — 2 Lerter.] Oh! Pray, Sir, let me 
confider you a little. By Jupiter a pretty Boy, av - 
ty Boy; a handſome mri bart aac [ Walks 4 _ 
views him. ] well dreſi d. The Rogue has got a Leg too. here 
Come kiſs me, Child. Ay, he kiſſes like one of the 2 
Family, the right Velvet Lip. Can ſt thou dance, Child? 
Ban. Ouy, Monhieur. | 
Lure. Hey-day ! French too! Why ſure, Sir, you coud 
never be bred at Oxford! | 
+ Ban. No, Madam, my Cloaths were made in London. 
Brother, I have ſome Affairs of Conſequence to com- 
municate, which require a little Privacy. 
Lure. Oh, Sir! I beg your Pardon, I'll leave you. Sir 
Harry, you'll ſtay Supper? | [ Ext, 
ud. Aſſurement, Madam, | 
Ban. Yes, Madam, by har vom 0 
Wild. Both! Sir, ll ſend you back to your Mu- 
ton- Commons again. How now? 
Ban. No, no; | ſhall find better Mutton- Commons 


with you, Brother... Come, Sir Harm: 
vou ſtay, I ſtay; if you 1 05 | 
wil. Why, the Devil's in this young Fellow. Why. 
Sirrah, haſt thou any Thoughts of being my Heir? Why, 
you Dog, you ought to pimp for me; ſhou'd kecpa 
ack of Wenches o'purpoſe to hunt Matrimony. 
Dor't you know, Sir, thatlayyful Wedlock in me iscertiin 


'eFySofuoy SELP. 


Poverty 


. 1 
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— nth Look ye, Sirrah, come along; and . | 
8 juſt now, if you don't get me a new Mi- 
De — marry to-morrow, and won t leave you 


Gro, — ou like a dutiful Brother. 


e Amen, and Exit. 


4 Mu = 2 | 2 n — — . - — 


ACT r. 
r. SCENE,. e ä 
dur Fireball hauling in Clucher. 


9 


Ome, Sir; notdeink the Kin ge Health! 

Chis Pray now, Capris excuſe me. Look 
here, Sir; the [ Pulling ont EY critical Minute, the 
eritical Minute, Faith. 

Fire. What d ye mean, Sir? | 

Clin. The Lady's critical Minute, Slr.—Sir, your hum- 
Ne Servant. Going. 

Fire. Well! The Death of this Spaniſh King will 

Clin. [Returning] Eh! What's that of -the »paniſh King? 


Nl me, dear Captain, tell me. 


Fire. Sir, if you to ſit down,” I'll tell you that old 
Don Carlos i dend. * 1 
.- Clin. Dead Nay, then ¶ Sies dun. Here, Pen and 
Ink, Boy; Pen and Ink preſently; I muſt write to my Cor- 
— in Wates ſtraĩt Dead 5 
[Ri 2s, and walks about ne 
Fire. What's the matter, Sir? 
= Politicks, Politicks, ſtark mad with Politicks. 
Fire. Sdeath, Sir, what have ſuch Fools as you to do 
with Poliricks ? © - - 


Clin, What, Sir? TheSucceſſion.— Not mind the Suc- 


"Vie. Nay, that's minded already 5 tis ſettled upon a 
of France. © 


— What, ſettled '—The beſt Newetarever 
camo 


wy * * ad bs” : * 1 : a. / | "7 * 2 
k N » = , 
* - 
4 ** - * 
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* 


came ow . Captain, faith and troth, a 


tain, here's a Health to the e 
Fire. Burn the Succeſſion, Sir. Long'e t drink * nl 
— hat, drink Confuſion to our Trade, igion and Liber- 


Clin. Ay, by all means -----As for Trade, d'ye ſee? I'ma 
Gentleman, and hate it mortally.. Theſe Tradeimen ate 
the moſt impudent Fellows we have, and ſpoil all our good 
Manners. What have we todo with Trade? 

Fire. Atrim Politician, truly !----And whatdo you think 
of our Religion, pray ? 

Clin. Hi, hi, E. Religion! Andwhat bas a Gen- 
tleman to do with Religion, 1 y?— And to hear a Sea 
Captain talk of Relig s pleaſant, faith. 

Fire. And ES youno —— to our Liberties, Sir? 

Clin. Pſhaw.! Liberties! That'sa Jeſt. We Beaux ſhall 
Roy Linerty ta whore man a ann and 


Enter Standard! 


Dear Colonel; the rareſt News! 
2 Damn your News, Sir; ye are out drunk 


* k very civil ion 
== Here, Bo Target randy — Fill. 17 
Clin. This is a Politicks that I. don't ſo wel 
compr chend 
| Grand. Here, Sir; now Ke or Due ape 
your Throat cut. | 
Clin. Ay, ay, this comes 0 o'the Succeſion; Fire and 
Sword already. 
Stand. Come, Sir, off withit.. 
Clin. Pray, Coloncl; what have l dane to be burnt alive? 
Stand. — Sir, I. ay Brother, manage him, I 
muſt be LA to Fireball, and Exit. 
| Fire. A he. 3 in Sir. 
What the Devil, attack d both by Sea and, 
Lande —— Lok ye, Gentlemen, if I muſt be poyſon d, 
pray let me chuſe my awn Doſe Were I a Lord now, k 


| Saud hare the Privilege of the Hacks and as em f dar 


V 


R 
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y ſtifle me with Claret at leaſt ! don't let me dio 


tleman, 
like a Bard, with Brandy.. 
Fire. Brandy ! you Dog, abuſe Brand y! Flat Treaſon a- 


Ek Navy- Royal. Sirrah, I'll teach you to abuſe 


- Here, Shark. 
Enter Shark. | 
Get three or four of the Ship's Crew, and this 
Fellow aboard the Belxebub. 1 
. Sha. Ay, Maſter. [Exir. 


| — What! aboard the Belxeb us! Nay, nay, dear 


Captain, I'll chuſe to go to the Devil this Way. Here, Sir, 
good Health; — and my own Confuſion, I'm afraid. 
rate inks it off. ] Oh! Fire! Fire! Flames! Brimſtone ! and 


4 Tobacco ! | [ Beats his Stomach. 
_ Here, quench i it, quench it then. Take the Glaſz, 


Clin. What, another Broadüüde! nay. then, I'm ſunk 
— t. Dear Captain, give me Quarter, conſider 
the preſent JIuncture of Affairs; e e 


my Politics; faith you will. 
Hire. Here, Shark. ; 


Clin. Well, well. I will drink. The Devil take Shank 
for me. ¶ Drinks. Whiz, buz. Don't you hear it? Put 
— m and hear how it whizzes like a hot. 

-— Eb! me, how the Ship rouls Iran t ſand 
upon my Legs, Faith Dear Captain, give me a Kiſs. 


Ay, burn the Succeſſion 1 * ©: „I ſhallbe 


Sea · ſick preſently... into ireball . Arme, 


xe lark, and another with a Chair« 


Fire, Here in with him; 


2 Ay, » AY, Sir Avaſt, avaſt, — Here, Boy No 


[Tops theGlaſs, . 
Fire. Bring} him along. 
C. * F Brandy, Politicks... 


, Hay Wilde; 44g 
1 SCENE changes1o Lurewell's Aporement.. 
Enter Lurewell and Parley, - 


Ture. Did ou ever ſee ſuch an im 
as that — He follow d his ——— down Rogue | = 
1 that we cou d not ſo muchas her H 
4 . I reckon, Sir Harry will diſpoſe of him now, Ma = 
dam, where he may be ſecur d. —ButI wonder, Madam, Ma 

5 — — Clincher comes not according to lis Letter! tis near he ſ% 
Tue. Ioviſh, Parley, thatno Harm r * 6 — 
for I iht Dream laſt Night ; 1dreamt A 
Mouſe. Lu 


Par. Tis ſtrange; Madam, you ſhou'd be ſo much afraid. Was 


of that little Creature that can do you no Harm AfA 
Lure. Look ye, Girl, we Women of Quality have each ſhew 
f us ſome dariing Fright. 1 now hate a Mouſe; my 41 


Lady Lovecardsabhors a Cat; Mrs. Fiddltfan cant bear 2 ani 
Squirril; the Counteſs of Piquet abominates arog, and Cap. 
m Lady swimair hates a Man-. = 


Euter Marquis running. 
e 


— 8. LAr * Ces | 
A — dear Monſieur ? 
Man. Ab, Madam! B PIPE: ry be one 
eau. Voyez, Madam; me did tel| him dat my Bro- 
der in Mont pelier did furniſe his Lady wid ten toufan Livres 
for de expence of her Travaille; end dat fhe not being able 
to write when ſhe was dying, did give, him de Picture for 
de Certificate and de Credengial to receive de Money from 
her Husband. - "Mark ye! -- 
Lure. The beſt Plot in the World —You told him, that 
ner — the Money in —— ww _ Bills, 
; were delay d yoũ put in that, ume. 
Mar. Ouy, ouy, ** 


Lure 


r R 


w > 


"> 
. 


the Seguelof the Trip tothe ſubilee. 39 
Lyre. And that upon her Death- Bed ſne gave your Bro- 


ther the Picture, as a Certificate to Sir Harry that ſhe had 


receiv'd the Money, which Picture your Brother ſent over 
to you, with Commiſſion to receive the Debt! 

Mar. Aſſurement. Dere was de Politique, de 
France Politique! See, Madam, what he can do, 
de France Marquis! He did make de Angliſe Lady cuckle 


her Husband when ſhe was living, and ſheat him when ſhe. . 


wasdead, Begar: Ha, ha, ha... Ok! Pardie, cet bon. 
Lure. Ah! But what did Sir Harry fay ? 


Mar. Oh! begar Monſicur Chevalier he love his Vife; | 


he ſay, dat if ſhe takes up hundre touſan Livres, he wou'd. 
repay it; he knew de Picture, he fay, and order me de 


| Money from his Stewar —— Oh notre Dame? Monſieur Sir 


Arry be one Dupe. 

Lure. Well but, Monſieur, I long to know one thing. 
Was the Conqueſt you made of his Lady ſo eaſie? What 
Aſſaults did you make? And what Reſiſtance did ſhe 
ſhew ? | 
Mar. Reſiſtance againſt de France Marquis! Voyez, Ma- 


dam; dare was tree deux- yeux, one Serenade, an two 


Capre; dat was all, begar. | 
Lore, Chatillionte! There's nothing in Nature ſo fect 


toalonging Woman, as a malicious Story. Well, Mon- 


ſieur! tis about a thouſand Pound; we go Snacks. | 

Mar. Snacke ! Perdie, for what? why. Snacke, Ma- 
m / Me vill give you de Preſent of fifty Laus d'Ors; dat, 
is ver good Snacke for you. 8 | 

Lure. And you'll, give me no more?-—Very well! 

Mar. Ver well! Yes, begar, tis ver well ——- Conſidre, 
Madam, me be de poor Rujuge; me ave noting but de re- 
gious Charite and de France Politique, de Fruit of my own 

els, dat is all. 
Lure. Ay, an Object of Charity, with a thouſand Pound 
in his Fiſt! Emb! Oh. Monſieur; that's my Husband, I 
know his knock. ¶ Kn-cking below. ] He mult not ſee you. 
Getinto the Cloſet tillby code, [ Hurries him in.] and if L 
t bereveng'd upon your France Politique, then have I 


go Engliſh Folitique.—Hang the Moncy! I wou d not A 


——— 2 
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49 Sir Harry Wildair g being 
twice. a thouſand Pound fobear abuſing this virtuous Wo- 


man to her Husband, 


Par. Tis Sir Harry, Madam. 
Lure. As I cou 'd wiſh. Chairs! 


Enter Wildair. 


Hild. Here, Mrs. Parley, in the firſt place I faerifice 5 
Louis d' Or to thee for good luck. 
Par. A Guinea, Sir, will do as well. 
Wild. No, no, Child; French Money is always moſt ſucs 
ceſsful in Bribes, and very much in faſhion, Child. 
| Enter Dicky, and runs to Sir Harry. 
Dick. Sir, will you pleaſe to have your own Night-Caps? 
Wild. Sima > TY | 61 2h 
Dick. Sir, Sir! ſhall Torder your Chair tothe back Door 
by five a Clock in the Morning? 
Wild. The Devil's in the Fellow. Get you gone... 
[Dicky runs out.] Now, dear Madam, 1 have ſecur'd my 
rother, you have diſpos'd of the Colonel, and we rail at 
Love till we ha'n'ta Word more to ag. | 
Lure. Ay, Sir Harry. Pleaſe to ſit a little, Sir.—.-You 


muſt know I'm in a ſtrange Humour of asking you ſome 


ions. How did you like your Lady, pray Sir? 
wid. Like her! Ha, ha, ha. So very well, faith, 
tht for her very fake I'm in love with every Woman I 
meet. | | MON 
Lure. And did Matrimony pleaſe you extreme)? 


Wil. So very much, that if Polygamy were allow d, I. 


wou'd have a ne Wife every — * ; 
Lure. Oh, Sir Harry! This is Raillery. But your ſeri- 

ous Thoughts upon the Matter, pray. 7 
Mild. Why then, Madam, to give you my true Senti- 


ments of Wedlock: I had a Lady that 1 marry'd by chance; 


ſhe was virtuous by chance, and I lov d her by great chance: 
Nature gave her Beauty, Education and Air; and Fortune 
threw a young Fellew of five and — her Lap. 
Econel Ber all Day; lor d ber all Night, "he was my 


— — 
4 


— 
-5 
© 


SA; 3 FEE 


V Lovein her 


tound, like: 


R. I. A N A 7 


le ee ue bee nnr FF 


Miſtreſs one an my Wife auather: I found in one 
52 and the very eee 


ve me the Pledſure of enge. 
of "Lore kad hows 


— yoetin Þ — nad ht P 
—— about her Mouth. the Smile of Beau- 
Wit in e 


Lure. 2 — the Woman was 
well enough. - - But anſwer my Queſtion, Sir. 
Wild. So, Madarn, as I rod you before, ſhe was young 
andbeautiful, and v 
a Luſtre to my Love, and a Swing to our En; 

n dee made us ons, ou n Flea· 
ſures citeled without dad ; 


Lure.” Golden Pleaſures ! Golden Fiddleficky.momooms 
What Mates tell me of your canting Stuff? Was ſhe virtu- 
ous, bay? © 
Chana ty etc: 

ali ]: 286, powder'd to 
her, ſhe Urol to me! we toy'daway the Morning 
inanorous Nonſenſe) lol away the'Eveningia the Park, 
orthePlychoule; and ab che Night. Hem! 
— Sir, anſwer my Queſtian, or I tall 
it MI&þ 2:44 73.i14 345 


— 
ty in her 


"14: Then, Madam, there was hexer ſuch a Pattern of 


— Spry = ny —— my Supplies: 
Heart whiſper'd me her Defires,* *cauſe ſhe her 
Fr. was there; no Contention ever roſe, but the dear 
Strife of who ſhou'd-moſt oblige; no Noiſe about Autho- 

rity : for neither wou d ſtoop to command, cauſe both 


thought it Glory to obe 
Cw. Stuff! !iſtuff! bm. 1 won t believe a Word 
t 


Wild. Ha, ha, ha. Then, Madam, we never felt the 
Yoak of Matrimony, becauſe our Inclinations made us 


one; 4 Power ſuperior to the Forins of Wedlock. The 
— [Lore hat jos our Hears bee, 
Hame o mutual Love d our Hearts before; 


Ws 1 Tare. 


my Eſtate gave me 


N 


a2 S * Withiry 4 * 
Lure. Haid Hold, Sir; 
affronte. 19 Elodie 2 
JHA. li be, K. Ahemell 1 4. 41912 Alt. 
Lure. Yes, Sir; tis an Affront to any Woman to fear 
Another. commended; and L willrelent it-—<In ſhort, Sir 
Hatry, your Wife wyus a — 121 bons 2 
Mild. Buz, Madam. No Detraction , 1. tell you 
what ſhe was So much an Angel in her Conduct, that 
tho' I faw another in her Arms, I ſnou'd have thought the 
Devithadrais'd the Phantom, and my more canicious Rea- 
fon had giy n my Eyes the Lie. 
Lure. Very well! Denen tobe beliqv'djt ſeems. 
Bard yams, Sir? 5 E 3 
Wild. Nay, Madam, do yon heap? Jeallyou, sunt 
the power of Malice to caſt a Blot upon her Fame; and tho 
the Vanity of our Sex, and the Envy of yours, conſpir d 
bothagainſt her Honour, I woudnot beara$yllable. 
[Stopping his Ears, 
| Lure. Why chen, as I hope to breathe, * 
—The Picturel — the Picture! 
Kiss. [Bowling lud 
- Wa: Ram, tan, tan · AFit-bllr frow Ear Far, 


Luve. L tell you, Sir, — was «Jitt; Tkoowis 
Il ſwear it She virtuous ! She was a Devil. 

Wild. | Sings.) Tal, lal, deral. | 

Lure. Was ever the like ſeen! He votes 
burſt with Malice, and now he won t mind me Won't 
you hear me yet? 

Wild. No, mo, Madam. | 

Lure, Nay, then I cat't bent it. ¶ Burſßa 224 
. — Sir, I muſt ſay that you're an unworthy Perſon, to 
| a Woman of. Quality as this rate, when; ſhe has her Heart 
Sullof Malice; I'don r but i itmay make me miſcarry, 


- 


1 
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Sir, I ay again and again, that ſhe was no better than ene 
ot us, 2 have ſeen it with my Eyes, ſo I 


have. | - 
Wild. Good Heav ns deliver me, I beſeech thee, ' How 
ſhalll ſcape ? : E 414 t {Os 
Lure. Will you hear me yet? Dear, Sir Harry, do bat 
hear me; I'm longing to ſpeak. erer 
Wild. Oh! I have it. Huſh, huſh, huſh, 
Lure. Eh! What's the matter? hs 4 
Hild. A Mouſe! a Mouſe! a Mouſe} 
Lure. Where ? where ? where ? 
Mia. Your Petticoats, your Petticoats, Madam. | 
Lure. ſorieks and runs; 
Wild. O my Head! T was never worſted by a Woman 
before But l have heard ſo much as to know the Mar- 
to bea Villain. [Knocking.] Nay then, I muſt run 
t. ¶ Runs out, and returns. The Entry is ſtopt by a 
Chair coming in; and ſomething there is in that Chair chat 
I will diſcover, if I can find a Place to hide my ſelf. [Goes 
to the Cloſet door.] Faſt! I have Keys about me for moſt 
Locks about St. James. Let me ſee. —{ Tries one Key. 
No, no; this opens my Lady Planthorn's Back-door 
=—-{Iries another.) Nor this; this is the Key to my 
Lady Stakeall's Garden. ¶ Tries a third.) Ay, ay, this does 
it, Faith. , [ Goes into the Cloſet, and peeps out. 


Enter Shark and another, with Clincher in a Chair; 
Farley. 


Par. Hold, hold, Friend; who gave you Orders to lug 
in your dirty Chair into the Houſe ? 8 
Sha. My Maſter, Sweetheart. 
Par. Who is your Maſter, Impudence? 
Sha. Every body, Sawce-box.—_— And for the 
here's my Maſter ! and if you have any thing to ſay to him, 
there he is for ye. ¶ Lug Clincher out of the Chair, and 
throws him upon the Floor.) Steer away, Tom. | 
Wild. What the Devil, Mr. Jubilee, is it you? _ 
Par, — ITN 3s Murder! 
2 | Enter 


44 +} Mam Wiki; | botagi. 
f and fy: 1 d Gt ! : 


E. 5 = 
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Tere. Prote& ma! What's the matter, Clircher ? 
055 Mr. Clincher, 3 you dead, Sir? 


12 2200 f 
Lure. ee wellenough—— Areyou drunk, 


Sir? ret 


= — me Im * mol Ing Wo- 
man living: All my Affairs, all all my In- 
trigues, — bang he Beaſt! bes what's 
the matter With your” | | 

Gli. Police 1: S400 7, 4 
: Þ. Pare Where have vun been, Sir?, 4 2 

Clin. Shark li: f 18 

Lure. What ſhall we do wich him, Pax! > Ifthe Colo« 
nel ſhould come home now, fk im, Palo? 


78 +0741 ©}: 


owt; | n 3&0 35 Enter Standard. 


ct are her. 
at and. me! What'shere? Whoare you, Sir? 

Clin. Brandy. 

prefti to me! And fuchas hearenl thoſe Top Gallants — 

| « Jager Houſe, ruin'your Honour, and diſturb my 

8 acted Bond of IAU wave 
Nee Voweof Te tathcoime; and only lay the Caſe 

in equal Ballance e eee 


- wok, his or mine. 
. Wellargu d- Colonel. 

Stand. Suppoſe your ſelf ech diſingag'd, 3 
and to male longs, him you thought moſt worthy of 
your Love; Wou d Rute? a Fd _ 
deſtin'd only far the Man Fes; take hi 


Lenin 


— 
* 


your 


W there let he Bet gorge hu 


Vt d aps ald rere er now, al the World. | 


' The S of the Mp rene. PR 
r fair, lovely Boſom, ſuore out kisPaſhon' in 


_ fume your {ſweet Apartment. 2T [et 
2 Ah nauſeous! nauſeous! Poyſon! tige 
Stand. Ine — _ 1 to ſet a — ſelf: Bat 

when com to there Modeſty Mu ſtoop, 

Indi — my Words a looſe, to tell d, Madam, 

that Jama Man unblemiſt/d in my Honour, have nobly 

ſerv d my King and Country; and for a Lady's Service. 
think that Nature has not been defective. 

— Egad | ſhould think ſo too; che Fellow's: well 
Stand. I'm young as He, my Perſon too as fair to out- 

yard view; and for my Mind, i though it cou d diſtinguifh 

right, and therefore made a choice of you; Yaur+ Sex 
have bleſsd our Iſle with Beauty, by diſtantNationsptiz'd ; 
and cou'd they place their Loves aright,theirLovers might 

_ 4 Envy of Mankind, as well astheytheWonder of 
c Wor 


mild. Ah, now he coaxes He will conquer unleſs | re- 


lieve her in time; ſhe begins to meit already.” © 

Saul. And toall this, I love you next to Heav 'n; and by 
that Heav'n I ſwear, the conſtant Studyof my Days aud 
Nights have been to pleaſe my deareſt Wife. Your Plea- 
ſure never met controul from me, nor your Deſires aFrovvn. 
—— I never mention'd my diſtruſt before, nor will I now 
wrong your Diſcretion, ſo as e'er to think yo made im 


an Appointment. 
Lure. Generous, s Mann 


He ſteals outof the Gloſet, and coming beluinu Stundard, cia 
Ronny dom Colonel your bumbleServint.—. '. 
Stand. Sir Harry, how came you hither? -*: 

er Fr h I hav 
Witneſs ; but the Wine was humming ſtrong ; P have got 
a.touch on't my ſelf. Reehsatirele. 

Stand. Wine, Sir Harry! What wine? 

Wild. Why 'twas new Burgundy, heady Stuff. Butthe. 


he was ſoon gone, knock d . 


E 3 . 


your oft. of 


* 


mbrace, and with the Vapours of his ſick Debauch, F i 
1 . 


Lee. 
ill. Nay, then ' tis time for me; I willrdjjeve her. 


poor Fellow!'thon haſt got thy Load wha. | 


= 
—— — — 


i 


= 


. 4 
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1 


cee What, then Mr.Clincher wa, withyou, it ſeems 


WE A Yer Ditch, we have been all this After- 
1 would — 
che 


noon; Tis a pleaſant fooliſh Fellow. 
mea Welceme to Town, on pretence of hearing 
Newsfram the Jubilee. The Humour was new to me; fo 
tot wewent.—. But tis a weak-headed Coxcomb! two 
or three Bumpers did his Bufineſs — Ah, Madam! What 
do l deſerve for this? | [ Aſide to Lurewell. 
Lure. Look ye there, Sir; you ſce how Sir Harry has 
clear d my Innocence I'm oblig'd ye, Sir; but I 
muſt leave you to make it out. To Wild. and Ex. 
Stand. Yes, yes; hehasciear'd you wonderfully. —. But 
pray, Sir I ſuppoſe you can inform me how Mr. Clin- 
cher came into my Houſe ? Eh! 
Mild. Ay: Why you muſt know that the Fool got pre- 
ſently as drunk as a — ſo I had him tumbl'd into a 
Chair, and order d the Fellows to carry him home. Now 
ou muſt know, he lodges but three Doors off; but the 
ies, it ſeems, miſtook the Door, and brought him in 
here, like a Brace of Loggerheads. 
Stand. O, yes; ſad Loggerheads, to miſtake a Door in 
James Street for a Houſe in Covent-Garden Here. 


To ere þ MITES] 


Enter Servants. 


Take away that Brute. : | 
[Servants carry off Clincher, 
And you fay twas new Burgundy, Sir Harry, very ſtrong. 
Mild. Egad, there's ſome trick in this Matter, and I 
ſhall bediſcover'd. [ Aſide.] Ay, Colonel; but I muſt 
be gone: I'mengag'd to meet Colonel, I'm your hum- 
ble Servant.  [ Going, 
Stand. But Sir Harry? where's. your Hat, Sir? 
Wild. Oh Morbleu ! Theſe Hats, Gloves, Canes and 
Swords, are the ruin of all our Deſigns. [ Aſide. 
Stand. But where's your Hat, Sir Harry? 
ld. Lil never intrigue again with any thing about me 
| but whatis juſt bound tomy Body. How ſhall I come off? 
Hark ye, Colonel, in your Ear; I would not have 
a | p your 
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four Lady hear it You muſt know, juſt as I came into 
the Room here, what ſhou'd I ſpy but a great Mouſe run- 
ning a-croſs that Cloſet- door, I took no notice, for fear 
Lode ſhould be frighted, but with all my force (ye 
foe) 1 fl ' Rong myBa, at at it, and fo threw itinto the 
there it 


Stand. And To, thinking to kill the Mouſe, you flung 
your Hat into that Cloſet. 
Wild. Ay, Ay; that was all. Tl go fetch it. 
Stand. No, Sir Harry, I'll bring it out. 
| Goes into the e Cloſet. 
- Wild. Now have I told a matter of twenty Lies in a 
Srand. Sir Harry! Is this the Mouſe that you threw your 
Hat at? 
ping comes in with the Hat in one Hand, and haw- 
Jing in the W with the other, 


Wi ld. I'm amaz'd! 

Mar. Pardie, l'm amaze too; 

Stand. Look e, Monſieur Marquis, as bor your part, I 
ſhall cut your Throat, Sir. 

Wild. Give me leave, I muſt cut his Throat firſt. 

Mar. Wat! Bote. cut my Troat! | ns Meſſieurs, * 
have but one Troat. 


Enter Farley, and runs to Standard. 


Fn 2 L is innocent; he came _ ances 
1 to be penitent, 
make any Noiſe, will ell 7 Mi 
Stand. Look'e, — have too a Confidence 
in tho Virtue of my Wife, to think. it in the Power of you. 
or you, Sir, to wrong my Honour: But I am bound to 
guard Dee noAttempts be made that may 
provoke a Scandal : Therefore, Gentlemen, let me tell ou, 
tis time to deſiſt. 
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SCENE, Standard's Houſe. | 
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Send, N ſhort, Brother, a Man may eld en rant. 


day of Sin, Hell, and Damnation; But 
Rhetorick will ne er convince a Lady that tlare's any thing 


of a Devil ina handſome Fellow with a fine Coat. Yow 


mult ſhew the Cloven-foot, expoſe the Brute, as l have 
2 and tho her Virtue leaps, Pride be take 
Fire. Ay, but if 2 of the 
Rogue's Ears before — » 
Stand. No, no; the Fool has ſery'd my turn, withoit 
the Scandal of a publick Reſentment; and the Effect has 


ſhewn that my Deſign was right; I've pes der very 


Heart, and ſhe relents apace. 
Emer Lurewell running. 
non re, Oh! My Dear, ſave me! Fm frighted out of m 


Fire. Blood and Fire! Madam, ho dare touch you? 
[Draws his Sword ani ftands before her. 

Lr Sir! A Ghoſt! A —_— CI Len it 

Fre. Nay then, we Soldiers have do! with 
Ghoſts ;| ſend for the Parſon, . Tee 
Stand. Tis Fancy, my Dear, nothing bur Fun 

Lure. Oh dear Colonel! I Il never lic alone nz rm 
frighted to Death; I aw it twice; twice it ſtacd b my 


Chamber - door, and with a W Voice utter de a piteous 
Stand. 
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D Thli ftrange! [Ghoſts Vicht Come, 
my pe along with me; et oo; oils find 
ths Ghoſt. l 123. 1 5 A LEvennt. ; 


SCENE changes to the Street. 
Eater Wildair, Marquis, and Dicky. 


Wild. Dicky! © 
Dick. Sir. ä 
Mid. Do ydu remember any thing of a thouſand Pounds 
lent to my Wife in Hont pelier by a French Gentleman? 
Mar. Ouy, Monſieur Dicky, you remembre de Gentle - 
man, he was one Marquis. | 
Dick. Marqui, Sir! I think, for my part, that. all the 
Men in France are Marquis. We met above a thouſand 
Marqui's, but the Devil a one of em cou d lend a thouſand 
Pence, much leis a thouſand Pound. 
Mar. Morbleu, qui dit vous, Bougre le Chien? | 4 
Wild. Hold, Sir, pray anſwer me one Queſtion ? What 
made you fly 12 | WO: 
Mar. My Religion, Monſieur. 
Wild. So you fled tor your Religion out of France; 
and are a-downright Atheiſt in England? A very tender 


Conſcience truly! 
Mar. Begar, Monfieur, my Conſcience be de ver ten- 
dre; he no is Maſtre to ſtarve, pardic. 


Mid. Come, Sir, no Ceremony; refund. . 
Mar. Refunde! Vat is dat refunde ? Parlez Francois, 
| oh | | .\ j 
Wild. No, Sir; I tell you in plain Engliſh, return my Mo- 
ney, or I'll lay you by the Heels. 
Mar. Oh! Begar dere is de Anglis-Man mow. Dere is 
de Law for me. De Law] Ecout, Monſieur Sir 4 
Voyez fa De France Marquis ſcorn.de Law. My 
Broder lend your Vife de Money, and here is my — 
rn nn | - [ Draws. 
Wild. Your Evidence, Sir, is very poſitive; and ſhall be 
examin'd: But this is no place to try the Cauſe; we Il croſs 
tho hark iuto the Fields; you ſhallthrow down the 3 
H : x 


ah "Sin Barry: Wider; lg 
n. and the beſt Title, ena bu Hearing, fhal 


take i K uP.— Allons! f 
- Mar. Oh! Detoutmonceur..—Allons! Bent An 
tate, begar. LExit. 


SCENE, Lurewell's Apartment. 
Enter Lure welland Parley, 


Ture. Pſhaw ! I'm ſuch a frighttul Fool! "Twas nothing 
but a Fancy. Come, Parley, get me Pen and Ink, Il di- 
vert it. Sir Harm ſhall know what a Wife he had, I'm re- 
ſolvd. Tho' he wou'd not hear me ſpeak, he'll read my 
Letter ſure. 


Abos. From within. _—_Hold:; 
Lure. Protect me! — Parley, don't leave me.— But I 
won't mind it. 
. Ghoſt. Hold. 
Lure. Defend me! Don't you hear a Voice? 
Par. I thought ſo, Madam. 
Cure. Keile, hold. Ill venture once more. 


” Ghoſt, Dikurb no more the Quiet of 
. Lure. Now 'tis plain. I heard the Words. 

Par. Deliver us, Madam, and forgive us our Sins! What 
uit? 


Ghef mrs ee. and run to a Corner 
of the Stage. 


| [ Sits down to write. 


'  Ghoſs. Behold the Form of wrong'd Yugetics, 
ſe Forc'd 4 Shades below to vindicate. her 
Fame. 
Forbear, malicious Woman, thus to load 
With ſcandalous Reproach the Grave of Inno- 
cence, 
. vain Woman! 
Thy 2 Vow is regiſter's- adore, 


71 down to write. 


— n * 4 
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And all the Breaches of that folemn Faith 
| Are regiſter d below. I'm ſent to warn 
thee to repent. 
it. Forbear to wrong thy injur'd Husband's Bed, 
Diſturb no more the Quiet of the Dead. 
[Stalks off. 


[Lurewell ſwoons, and Parle s her. | 
Par. Help! help! help! r 


Enter Standard and Fireball. 


Stand. Bleſs us! What, fainting! What's the matter? 

Fire. Breeding, breeding, Sir. 

Par. Oh, Sir! We're frighted to Death; here has been 
the Ghoſt again. 

Stand. Ghoſt! Why you're mad, ſure! What Ghoſt ? 

Far. The Ghoſt of Angelica, Sir Harry Wildair's Wife. 

Stand. Angelica! | 

Par. Yes, Sir; and here it „ the Lord knows 
what, and — my Miſtreſs _ — Morals. 

Fire. A ing, Sir; twill do her good. 

Stand. 2 in, Perky, 

[Parley leads out Lure well. 
What can this mean Brother ? 

Fire. The meaning's plain. There's a deſign of Com- 
munication between your Wife and Sir Harry; ſo his Wife 
is come to forbid the Banes, that's all. 

Stand. No, no, Brother. If I may be induc'd to be- 
lieve the walking of Ghoſts, I rather fancy that the rattle- 
headed Fellow. her Husband has broke the = Lady's 
Heart; which, together with the indignity of her Burial, 

has made her uneaſy in her Grave. But. whatever 
| be the cauſe, its fit we immediately find out Sir Harry, and 
inform him. 


2 
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Compauy wal ling; Marquis haſt 
* the Stage, one calls. —— 


_ 
z Wild. My Lord Monſieur, I'll follow you, Sir. 


| [Exit Marquis, 
Lo. I muſt kene 

Wild. Pray, my Lord, let it be very ſhot, for I was ne- 
ver in more haſte in my Life. 

Lo. May | prefume, Sir, to enquire the Cauſe that de- 
tam'd you ſo late laſt Night at my Houſe ? | 

Mild. More Miſchief again !— Perhaps, my Lord, I 
„ preſume to inform you. 
Lo. Then perhaps, Sir, I may preſume to extort it from 


you. 
ud. Look ye, my Lord, don't Frown; {jt ſpoils your 
Face. But if you muſt know, your Lady owes me two 
ineas, and that Sum I will preiume to extort 


Sams your Lordſhip. - 

* Two hundred Guineas Have youany thing to ſhew 
or it? X | 

id Ha, ha, ha! Shew for it, my Lord, I ſhew'd 
Quintand-Quatorz for it; and toa Man of Honour, that's 
as firm as a Bond and Judgment, i 
Lo. Come, Sir, this won't paſs upon me; I'ma Manof 
Honour | 


wild. Honour! Ha, ha, ha! Tis very ſtrange! That 
ſome Men, tho' their Education be never ſo Gallant, will 
ne ex learn Breeding |! Look ye, my Lord, when you 
and I were under the Tuition of our Goveruors, and con- 
vers d dnly with old Cicero, Livy, Virgil, Plutarch and the 
like „vchy then ſucha Man was a Villain, and ſuch a one 
Was a Manof Honour: But now, that I have known the 
Court a little of what they call the Beaumonde, and the Bel- 
beefprit, I find that Honour looks as ridiculous as Roman Bus- 
= upon your Lordſhip, or my full Peruke upon Scip10 

rIEAanrs. 

Lo. Why ſhou'd you think ſo, Sir? 

Wild. Becauſe the Word's improv'd, my. Lord, and we 
lind that this Honour is a very troubleſome and impertinent 


Thing. Can't we. live tagether like good Neigh- 
bours and Chriſtians, as they do in France? I lend, you. my 
Coach, — . you dine with me, I ſup With you 
Ilie with y ife, and you lie with mihg . Hogour! 
that's ſuch an Impertinence !— Pray, Fn Gent hear me. 
What does your Honour think of murdering yourFriend's 
Reputation? Making a Jeſt of his Misfortanes ? Cheati 
him at Cards? debauching his Bed, or the like? 
Lo. Why rank Villainy, _. . 
Wild. Pim! Piſh! Nothing but good Manners, Exceſs 
of good Manners, Why, you han't been at Court lately. 
There 'tis PEI ſhew our Witand Breeding, 
As for inſtance, Your Friend refle&supon, you., when 
abſent, becauſe tis good Manners; rallies you, when pre- 
ſent, becauſe tis witty ; cheats you at Piquet, to ſhew.he 
has been in France; and lies with your Wife, to ſhew. he's 
a Man of Quality. | | 0 
Los. Very well, Sir. re 
Wild. In ſhort, my Lord, you have a wrong Notion of 
things. Shou'da Man with a handſome Wife revenge all 
Affronts done to his Honour, poor Whize, Chaves, Morrisy 
Locket, Pawlet and Pontack; were utterly ruin'd, - 
Lo. How fo, Sir? 3 een 
Wild, Becauſe, my Lord, you muſt run all their Cuſto- 
mers quite through the Body. Were it not for abuſing 
your Men of Honour, Taverns and Chocolate -Houſes 
cou'd not ſubſiſt; and were there but a round Tax laid ups 
on Scandal, and falſe Politicks, we Men of Figure wou'd 
find it much heavier than four Shillings in the Pound. 
Come, come, my Bord, no more ont, for ſhame; your 
Honour is ſafe enough, for I have the Key of its Back-door 
in my Pocket. | [Run, 
Io. Sir, I ſhall meet you another time. [Exit 
SCENE, The Felds. 


Enter Marquis with a Servant carrying his fighting Equipag 5 
Pumps, Cap, &c. He dreſſes himſelf — $5. an d 
flouriſhes about the Stage. 

May, Sa; fa, fa, fent a la Tate. Sa, Embaracade; Quart 
ſur redouble. Hey! ; 


the Sage of the Hip tors Fiibile. | 


eise bags Enter Wildair. 
mild. Ha, ha, ha; the Devil! Muſt 1 fight with a Tumb- 
ler? Theſe French are as great Fops in their Quarrels, as in 


their Amours. 5 

Nee Stripe, ſtripe. | 

_ Wild. No, no, Sir, I never ip tocngage s Man ; ] 

as dance. Come, Sir, down with the Money. 1 
Mar. Dere it is, pardie. ks 


[ Lays down the Bag between em. 
Alons! ane, 
Euter Dicky, and gives Wildair # Gun. 
Morbleu! que fa ?. 


" Wild; Now, Monſieur, if you offer to ſtir, I'll ſhoot you 
Fas eee d.——Dicky,take up the Money and carry 
| AN 1. 


Diel. Here it is, faith: And if my Maſter be kill'd, the 


Money's. my own. | | 
Mar. Oh Morbleu! de Anglis-man be one Coward. 


mild. Ha, ha, ha! Where is your French Politique, now ? 
Come, Monficur, you muſt know I ſcorn to fight any 
Man for my own: but now we're upon the Level; and 


ſince you have been at the trouble of putting on your Ha- 

diliments, I muſt _— your Pains. So come on, Sir. 

n [Lays down the Gun, and uſes his Sword. 
Mar. Come on] For wat? Wen de Money is gone! De 


France man fight where dere is no Profit! Pardonnez moy, 


. [Sits down to pull off his Pumps. 


- Wild. Hold, hold, Sir; you muſt fight. Tal ne how 


you came by this Picture? 
Mar. ¶ Starting up.] Wy den, begar, Monſieur Cheva- 
lier, fince de Money be gone, me w de veritie ;— 


Pardie, Monſieur, me did make de Cuckle of you, and 
your Vife ſend me de Picture for my Pain. | 

Wild. Look ye, Sir, if I thought you had Merit enough 
to gain a Lady's Heart from me, I wou'd ſhake Hands im- 
mediately, and be Friends: But as I believe you to be a 
vain ſcandalous Lyar, I'llcut your Throat, [They fight. 


— 


Enter 
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Enter standard and Fireball, who part em. 


* Hold, hold, Gentlemen. Brother, ſecure the 
quis. Come, Sir Harry, 11 have ſome- 
thing to laptogan wary — MY 

Wild. Say it quickly then; for Tamalittle out of Hu- 
mour, and want "ſomething t to make me laugh. 

"und, Willwhar very —— — 1 
8 $V * 
Wild. Moſt of all. Fo wy 
Staa. Pſhaw |, Pr . bir Hary, denen, 

lare your Wife fe? he you 

makes you ſay yoitkyour Wite? | 12771 

5 Nax, — nab 
avour. 

" Wild. Why then, Colonel, you muſt know we. were a 
Pair of the moſt happy, toying, ooh People in the World, 
tillſhe got, I don't know. how, a Crotchet of Jealauſy 
in her Head. This made her frumpiſh;z,but we had nei er 
an angry Word: She only fell a 82 over Night, and I 
went for qtaſy next 2 Pray no more on t— 


Are you hurt} Monſieur? 


Stand. But, Sir Harry, you'll be gaps tel you 
that hot Ghoſea ppears. 

Mid. Her Ghoſt! Ha, ha, ha. That's pleaſant, faith. 

Stand. As ſure as Fate, it walks in my Houſe. 

Wild. In your Houſe! come along! Colonel. By the 
Lard Elklkiſs ice. Exexns Wig, and Stand. 
Mar. Mondeut.le Captain: Adi 
8 Fig Mien l No. Str, you ſhall follow Sir Harry. | 

Mar. For wat? 

Fire. For what! Why, d' ye think I'm ſuch a Rogue 

to part a couple of Gentlemen when they” 3 ing, 33 
not ſete em make an end on't; I think it a leſs Sin to part 
Man and ife . Come along, Sir. [Exit pulling — 


SCENE, Standard's Howſe. 


Euter Wildair and Standard. 


| Flies ems is the inchanted Chamber 


—_ 


Sm a handſome 
ever. Wel Cola "5b do you Leſs 


- Senn Wi, She. motten ft 2/7 
Wig: — mw va 
Stand. Ha! y all that's Power _ 1 


11 10 31 * n 
iet ai ide b. 


i. Abena! Blood, igel rel 
parlez\vous Francois No! ' 


Neel ants + Ladyſhip bepleasdtoin- 


form us v you che Reſpect 
due to our Lou WEST Ghoſh returns. 
ee! e depicted with? a5 
Wild. Are you, faith ! W chen here the Body of thy 
living duden, and Rand w f peu dne, Reini tu horund 
embraces her. Ha! tis Subſtance, I'm ſure Hut hold, 
Lady Ghoſt; ſtand off a lietle, and tell N e earneſt 
Go; whether you are alive or dead?  » 


3 off ber Shrowd:]— Alive! alive Runs 
hit" Am, about his Neck] and never nrdd 


much as in this Motment. - 1:1 0 . 7 
n. Ghoſt ow, Colonel? fu. 


5 won him.] Is it not a v — 07912, 
5 en 91 nz, ff Ai a7 
lg. Ay, 'tis Amazement, trul „lock ye, Madam, 


hate to converſe e with Spirits: : Pray 25 


Lem alte. 69 oe _ * W. | 


don't believed Word ont. [Mowhig ae 
| Stand. Sir Harry 're e eee 


Mild. A 4 molt Men ars'more gal of -ving Wife 


2 * T0 1 N11 


than a 
Shand 'Tis s good] Manners to leave you 2 


ever. 
Ang. Tis unkind my Dear, after ſo long and tedious an 


Abſence, to act the Stranger ſo. 1 
and muſt for ever vaniſh from your Sight 
Wegping and going. 


Wild, Held hath ale. Don't be angry, my Dear 
bl 
you wook me wiprovied Had youbur (ap ra'word of 


— 


your 
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your coming, I had got three or four Speeches out of Oroo- 
— and the Mourning-Bride upon this Occaſion, that 
wou d have charm'd your very Heart. But we'll do as well 
as we can; I'il have = Muſick from both Houſes; Rumler 
and Lockez ſhall contrive for our Taſte; we'llcharm our 
Ears with Abel's Voice; feaſt our Eyes with one another; 
and thus, wit hall our Senſes tun d to Love, we'll hurl oft 
our Cloaths, leap into Bed, and there Look ye, Madam, 
if l dont welcome you home with Raptures more natural 
and more moving than all the Plays in Chriſtendom, Pl] : 
ſay no more. 

Ang. As mad as ever. : 

Wild: But eaſe my Wonder firſt, and let me-know the 
Riddle of your Death. | 7 

Ang. Your unkind Departure hence, and your avoiding - 
me abroad, made me reſolve, ſince | cou'd not live with 
you, to die to all the World beſides ; I fancy d, that tho it 
exceeded the Force of Love, yet the Power of Grief per 
haps might change your Humour, and therefore had it 
given out that I d) d in France; my Sickneſsat Montpelier, 
which indeed was next to Death, and the Affront offer d 
to the Body of our Ambaſſador's Chaplain at Paris, con- 
duc d to have my Burial private. This deceiv d my Reti- - 
nue; and by the Aſſiſtance of my Woman, and your faith - 
ful Servant, 1 got into Man's Cloaths, came home into 
England, and. ſent him to obſerv e your Motions abroad, 
with Orders not to undeceive you till your Return 
Here I met you — — of Beau Banter, your buſie 

Brother, under which Diſguiſe I have diſappointed your 

Deſign upon my Lady Lurewell; and in the Form of a 
Ghoſt, have reveng'd the Scandal ſhe this Day threw upon 
me, and have frighted her ſufficiently from lying alone. 
I didrefolve to have frighted you likewiſe, but. you were 
too hard for me. A ri N eln 

Wild. How weak, how ſqucamiſh, and how fearful 
are Women when they want to be humour d! and hew - 
extravagant, how dar ing, and how provoking, hen they 


get the impertinent Maggot in their Head ! But by 
what. means, my — could you purchaſe this 
double Diſguiſe ? How came = by my Letter to my 

| Aug. 


Brother? 


58 - © Sir Harry Wildhir; being 

Ang. By intercepting all your Letters fince came home: 
But for my Ghoſtly Contrivance, geod Mrs. Parley (mov d 
by the juſtneſs of. my Cauſe, and. a Bribe) was my 


— * 3 — Marquis. 

re. Sir if you have a mind to fight it out; there's 
your Man; if as, 7 diſcharg'd m Fut 

A. I Monſieur! Won't yeu Alus your Miſtreſs, 

May. Oh, Morbleu! Begar me muſt run to ſome oder 
Country now for my Religion. 

_ Oh! what the French uis! Iknow him. 

Wild. Ay, ay, my Dear, you do know him, and I can't 
be angry, ſe *tisthe Faſhion for Ladies to know eve- 
ry body: But methinks, Madam, that Picture how ! Hang 
it, conſidering twas my Gift, you might have kept 
it. But no matter; my Neighbour's ſhall pay for t. 

Ang. Picture, my Dear! Cou'd you think I e'er wou'd 
with that? No; of all my Jewels, this alone I kept, 
cauſe twas given by you. [Shews the Picture. 

Wild. Eh! Wonderful! And what's this? 

[Pulling out C other Picture. 

Ang. — very much alike. _ 

Wild. So like, that one might fairly paſs for t other 
Monficur Marquis, ecoute.——— You did lie wid my 
Vife, and ſhedid give you de Picture tor your Pain. Eh! 
Come, Sir, addto your France Politique a little of your 
Native Impudence, and tell us plainly how you came by't. 

Mar. Begar, Monſieur Chevalier, wen de Franceman 
can tell no more Lie, den vill he tell Trute I wasacquaint 
wid de Paintre datdraw your Lady's Picture, an I give him 
ten Piſtole for de Copy An ſo me have de Picture of all 
de Beauty in London; and by dis Politique, me have de 
Reputation to lie wid dem all. | 
. Wild. When perhaps Pleaſure never reach d above 
a Pit-Maſquein your Lic 

M ar. An begar, for dat matre, de natre of Women, a 
Pit-Maſque is as good as de beſt: De Pleaſure is noting, de 
Glory is all, Alamode de France. | Struts0uts 
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_ - Wild: Go thy ways for a true Pattern of the Vanity, Im- 
rentinence,-Sulklery, and the Oftentation of thy Country 
Look ye, Captain, give me thy Hand; once I was a 
Friend to France; but henceforth I premiſe to ſacrifice my 
Faſhions, Coaches, — and Vanity, to Horſes, Arms, 
ad Equipage, and my King in propria perſona, to pro- 
— — War, if — Occaſion. 8 
Fre. Bravely ſaid, Sir Harry: And if all the Beaux in the 
Side boxes were of your mind; we would ſend em back 
their L. Abbe and B and ſhew em a new Dance to the 
Tune of Harm the Fifth. o — 
Enter Standard, Lurewell, Dicky, and Parley- 
Wild Oh Colonel! Such Diſcoveries. - 1 : 
Stand Sir, I have heard all from your Seryant; honeſt 
Dicky has told me the whole Story. 
—7 Why thens let Diatz run for the Fiddles imme - 
5 J. if SPAR YE ene , 
Dick. Oh, Sir; I knew whatit would come to; they're 
here already; Sir. 
Wild. Then, Colonel, we'll have a new.Wedding, and 
begin it with a Dance Strike up. 


[4 Dance here. 

Stand. Now, Sin Harry, we have retriev d our Wives; 
yours from Death, and mine from the Devil; and they are 
at preſent very honeſt. Fow ſhall we keep'em ſo? 

Ang. By being good Hu „Sir; and the great Secret 
for keeping Marters 23 is never to quarrel 
with ame Wives = rifles: For _ are but Babies at beſt, . 
and muſt have our Play- things, our Longings, our Vapours, 
our Frights, — s, our China, our Faſnions, 
our Waſhes, our Patches, our Waters, our Tattle and Im- 
pertinence; therefore, 1 ſay, tis better to let a Woman play - 
the Fool, than provoke her to play the Devil. 

Lure. And another Rule, Gentlemen, let me adviſe voa 
to obſerve, never to be jealous; or if you ſhou'd, be = 
never to let your Wife think you ſuſpect her; for we are 
more reſtrain'd by the Seandal of the Lewdneſs, than by 
the Wickedneſs of the Fact; when once a Woman has 
born the Shame of a Whore, ſhe'll diſpateh you the Sin in 
a Moment. . F: 2 Wi 


+ | * 


se cr ir Harry Wille; wed 


Wild: We 'reoblig'd to you, Ladies, for your) Advice ; 
od return, give me leave td give you ene of 
Wife, in the Character o my own. 
The Wit of her Converſation never — the Con- 
duct of her Behaviour: -She's affable to all Men, free with 


no Man, and only kind to me: Often chearful, ſomerimes 


gay, and always pleas d, but when Tam — 
not ſullen: The Park, Play-houſe, and Cards, ſue frequen 
in compliance with Cuſtom; but her Diverſions of 
pation are-at home ; She's morecautious of a — 
| Woman, than of a noted Wit, wellknowing:that the In- 
ion of her own Sex is more catching than the Temp- 
ionof ours: To all this, The is beautiful to a Wonder, 
ſcorns all Devices that engage a Gallant, and uſes all Arts 
to pleaſe her Husband. 


marry d 
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* „ By 2 FRIEND... 
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Entre bleu! vero is dis dam Poet? were A 
' Garzoon! me vil cut off all his two Ear: | | 

Te ſuis Enrage nom he is not here. 

He has affront de French! LeVillainebete, 

De French! your beft Friend jou ſuffre dat? 

Parbleu' Meſſieurs a ſerait fort ingrate | 1 

Vat have you Engliſh, dat you can call your own? p 

Vat haveyou of grand Pleaſure in dis Town, | 

Vageutit como from France, dat wil godown? 

Bioquet, Baſſet ; your Vin, your-Dreſs, your Dance; 

Tis all you ſee, tout Alamode de France. 

De Beau dere buy a hondre knick knack ; 

He carry out Wit, but ſeldom bring it back: - 

But den hie bring a Snuff-box Hinge, ſo ſmall - 

De Foynt, you can no ſee de Vurł at all, 

Coſt him five Piſtoles, dat is ſheap enough, 

In tre year it ſal ſave half an Ounce of Snoffe, | 

De Coquet ſhe ave ber Ratifia dere, 

Her Gown, her Complexion, Deux yeux, her Lovere ; ! 

Aan, — indeed pon can male here; 

DDS 


OD 
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more war of FE tu 
e. e [5 p 
„ BeauxdelargeNMiuff, wit his Sleeve down dere, - © 
We teach your Vife, to ope dere Husbands Purſes 

To put de Furbelom round dere Coach, and dere Horſes. 
Garxzoon! ves teach yas every ring de Vorle: - 

For vy den your damn Poet dare to ſnavle? , 

Begar, me vil be revenge upon his Pla, p 
Tretouſan Refugee (Parblen ceft vray) | 
Sallallcome here, and damn him upon his tird Day. 


Pointing to his Fingers. : 
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H E Rival Modes. 

The Wife's Relief: Or, the Husband' che 
Philip of 'Macedam. + | 
The Country Lailes: Or, the Cuſtom of the Manor. 
The Victim. 

The Beau's Duel: Or, a Soldier for the Ladies: 
Sir 33 being the Sequel of the Trip to the 

7 
A Collection of the moſt Ingenious and Diverting Enig- 

ma's or Riddles. 
The Perplex d Dutcheſs: Or, Treachery Rewarded... 
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BOOKS, POEMS 2 FLATS nne and % | 
by Geke Ris, at the Corner — 


* Dames · Street. 
2 * 
1 POEMS. 3 
1 0 0n-/, 
IAN RAMSAU Works, | The Faithful Iriſhman; + 
The Hoop-petticoat. Chit- chat. 1 
Lord Lanſdown's Poems. Three Hours after Marriag . _ 


Pomfrer's Poems, To which | The Gentle Shepherd a Scors 
are added, Poem: by My. Paſtoral Comedy. | 
Tickell. RAGE BI ES. 

Major Pack's Miſcallanies. The Royal Convere. 


Trivia, to which is added; Ty, 1-4: 
Rural Sports, by Mr. Gay. Uly ſes. _ W 


* | BOOKS. | Heroick Love. 
Steel's Chriſtian Hero. 
AM toP „ in e Ilan 5, an Opera 
3 f . 3 Anna Bullen. 


| j | The Earlof Eſſex, 
COMEDIES. [Mithridates, Xi of Pontus, 


— Rehearſal. I Hannibal'sOver: 
e Drummer. The Heroict D — 
The Man of Mode. The Fair — 
Eſop, wit hebe Second Part. xi ng Henry V.of England. 
The P rovok'd Wi ife, The Cabtrves. 
TheRelapſe. ; | Sir Waker Raleigh 
» — n and. Ae Spartan Dame. 
The Lying Lever. E FARCES. 
The Conſcious Lovexs. A Bickerſtaff*s Buying. 
The Artful Husband. The Country-Houſe. . 
— een — School-Boy. 
— The Contrivances. 
= Wo A Woman lcp. Hob'⸗ Wedding, 
4 Secret. The Per. juror and Furor. 


The Amorous Widow: The Slip. 


TheConſtant Couple. The Stage-Conch. 

The — 2 Ihe Walking Status. 

The Northern Laſs. The- Adventures of Half am E 
Love's laſt Shift. Hour. 4% 
She wou'd, and ſhe won d not. Hob, or the Coyntry-Wake. . Af 4 


The Fop's Fortune, | The Cobler of Preſtaen. 
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== . Fir, mie Wal 
Smithsrat the Hercules in Dame - . 
Dammer of the Caftle-markgt.. 
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# ATikt ot 1 150. nnn 45 
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3 286. 2d. ar 
1 Me de ovels. Frier bound, 26-28... 
_ 9 's Hiſtory ot Ireland. Price 
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25 f wart N 51 1 AM. Pferd. 
Heiperi-nclo-graphia, or a ription of the Weſtern Ide, 
in Eight Canto b. 6d. 
Tuer ee e Ledtcbertel Poem. Priced. | 
Roman-Conclave, .containing the | 
wes — uſed and obſerved at the Death,. ; 


. 5 The Beaur 
King Lear. 2 args 
} BE $ Buſh. . . 5 r 
The Fall of fn 

ramus, or the 


